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SOME CRAZY SHIT THAT’S BEEN IN THE NEWS LATELY. 
Illustrations by Kyle Pellet. 


KILLED FOR THEIR FAT 

Three in Peru confess to slaughtering people , sell¬ 
ing body fat 

A gang in the remote Peruvian jungle has 
been killing people for their fat, police charged 
Thursday, draining it from their corpses and offer¬ 
ing it on the black market for use in cosmetics. 
Medical experts expressed skepticism that a major 
market for fat might exist. 

Three suspects have confessed to killing 
five people for their fat, said Col. Jorge Mejia, chief 
of Peru’s anti-kidnapping police. He said the sus¬ 
pects, two of whom were arrested carrying bottles of 
liquid fat, told police it was worth $15,000 a litre. 

Mejia said the suspects told police the 
fat was sold to intermediaries in Lima, the Peruvian 
capital. While police suspect the fat was sold to 
cosmetic companies in Europe, he could not con¬ 
firm any sales. 

At a news conference, police showed 
reporters two bottles of fat recovered from the 
suspects and a photo of the rotting head of a 27- 
year-old male victim. Suspect Elmer Segundo Cas- 
tillejos, 29, led police to the head, recovered in a 
coca-growing valley last month, Mejia said. 

Mejia said Castillejos confessed that the 
gang would cut off its victims’ heads, arms and 
legs, remove the organs, then suspend the torsos 
from hooks above candles that warmed the flesh as 
the fat dripped into tubs below. 
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PLAYING f ROAD ROULETTE’ IN SOFIA 

SOFIA 

Gangs of drivers in Sofia are defying 
death for bets of as much as $8,000 by speeding 
through red lights at 190 km/h. 

A new game, known as "Russian road 
roulette,” is played every night at intersections 
throughout the Bulgarian capital. 

As many as five people have been killed 
and many injured since the craze took hold in the 
summer. According to the rules, participants drive 
at top speed and are not allowed to apply their 
brakes. The 50 or so drivers, most in their 20s and 
driving sports utility vehicles, gather at midnight at 
meeting points which are often conveyed by text 
messages. 

To win Russian road roulette, the driver 
must jump red lights at busy crossroads at full 
speed and not collide with another vehicle, pedes¬ 
trian or leave the road. If he hits an object, he 
loses. Onlookers can also gamble on the outcome. 

In a variation of the game, drivers ap¬ 
proach roundabouts at high speed and go round the 
wrong way. On some occasions the gangs have even 
blocked sections of the road to other traffic. 

Ruman Georgiev, a taxi driver, is now 
afraid to be on the roads after dark. "I -- like ev¬ 
ery other taxi driver in Sofia -- stop at a green light 
to make sure nothing is coming the other way,” he 
said. "It’s a jungle out there.” 

THE DAILY TELEGRAPH 


7 YEAR OLD FORCIBLY GIVEN A GANG TATTOO BY 
HIS FATHER AND ANOTHER GANG MEMBER 

Fresno, California police are searching for the fa¬ 
ther of a 7-year-old boy who reportedly was forced 
to get a gang tattoo. Police are looking for 26-year- 
old Enrique Gonzales, a member of the "Bulldog” 
street gang. 

Investigators say Gonzales held down his son while 
a tattoo artist, also a Bulldog gang member, tat¬ 
tooed a dog paw on the boy’s stomach. 

The tattoo artist, 20-year-old Travis Gorman, has 
been arrested and is facing several felony charges. 

The boy’s father is wanted on several charges and 
is believed to be hiding in Fresno. 

Fresno Police spokesperson Jeff Cardinale says 
that even the police department’s gang task force, 
which has made more than 9,000 gang-related ar¬ 
rests, was shocked by this incident. 

A gang expert says the incident is part of a gang’s 
desire to show that it owns the family of its mem¬ 
bers, and is also trying to recruit new members at 
a much younger age. 
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CAT CRAP FEEDER! 


(DA DA OUH!>* 


*- Oef if? Uke 'Cak 
Scratch Fever' ? 


Written by Dave Secretary. 


SPAM IS DELICIOUS? 

Written by Davey Quesnelle. 


So this summer I pitched an idea to Ben for an STD column. Basically the 
plan is to keep an eye out for some really fucked up looking people, and 
then ask them pointblank for a shaky, biased account of the most fucked up 
thing that’s ever happened to them. 

I think originally I had these grand illusions of sitting down on a park bench 
with some writhing lunatic and offering him a bottle of vodka in return for 
some badass story about how he found ten dollars on the ground and then 
fucked a midget or something. 

Instead I didn’t do anything at all for about two months and then one day 
while walking to Di Rienzo’s to get a sandwich I espied this tall gangly 
looking dude with a perpetually open mouth walking along the train track 
things. He definitely had that whole glazed-eyed Tm fucking nuts’ look 
about him. 


Last issue, there was a monumental list of awesome and shitty band names. 
This prompted me to look deep into the spammy recesses of my e-mail ac¬ 
count to find more awesome band/movie ideas. I encourage everyone to 
do this, as you will never know how much your penis is flaccid, small, and 
generally bad if you don’t look into your spam e-mail. (Spelling errors are 
included for maximum effect, and I’ve put them into helpful categories.) 

Titles For Teleplays, Novellas and One-Man Shows 

What Jolie’s Underwear Hides 

How To Solve your Marriage Problems with Enhancers 

Your Vision Lights the Way 

I Am Much Stronger 

But I Was Not Ready To Go Upstairs 

Ego Chambers 

Omnipotent Porksword 


Anyway, so this gaping, lopsided dude is aimlessly shuffling along that fuck¬ 
ing monorail or whatever the hell that thing is, and when I cut across the 
street to get closer, he immediately asks me for change and mumbles a few 
other things I couldn’t really make out. When I asked him to tell me some¬ 
thing fucked up, he immediately launched into an earnest diatribe about 
how 'Ron’ was training 'the cat’ to shit in his (the crazy dude’s) mouth. So, 
I mean, I know I’m onto something here. I first thought maybe 'the cat’ 
was a nickname for someone, but quickly realized it’s an actual cat. If it 
exists, that is. 


Inspirational and Motivational 

She wants your weener well-endowed! 

At your Own Schedule!. No Study!. Obtain a Dergee! 
She would love your cock if it was more bigger. 
Getting woody is SIMPLE! 

Enough weenie’s limpness. 

You can be macho anytime anywhere. 

Welcome to the world of SLIM people! 

Are you a child of fortune? The answer is 'Yes’! 


I didn’t have a tape recorder or anything with me, but I pressed a few 
follow-up questions, mostly of the 'how’ variety, and was told that 'Ron’ got 
a book on how to train the cat to shit in a toilet, and from there discovered 
a devout passion for training the cat to shit in specific locations. Crazy dude 
then told me he woke up with the cat backing up towards his giant gaping 
fucking open mouth. Then there was some stuff about crazy dude’s brother 
(or brothers) that I couldn’t quite fit in with the original story, and then I 
was indoctrinated with a stern lecture concerning the notoriety of cat shit 
in general, and then crazy dude did a split-second 180 and started swinging 
his body back to wherever he came from. 

Anyway I have no idea how/if to proceed from here. I kept an eye out for 
the dude the next day at lunch but haven’t seen him since. I also don’t 
really want to be the guy who sits down with hobos and jots down whatever 
fevered notions spill out from that mental no-man’s-land. But yeah, there’s 
a very, very slight possibility that as I write these words some dude named 
Ron is training his cat to shit in this poor guy’s mouth. I say 'very, very 
slight’ because I looked it up on the internet and there actually are books 
on how to train a cat to defecate in a toilet (and flush it, apparently). This 
is going to be the worst article that’s ever been in STD. a 



No Fucking Clue 

Do You Think The Boche Will Ever Stew Man-Soup? 

back. But run back where? The cordon would turn and sweep again. 

Sooner or when you rod is mighty and no fatigue! 

SETTLE WARRIOR IN YOUR FLY 

Well God be thanked as I was sayin Im no Pelagian yet. 

Get the seckseist girls fo your life 

Pa-ssed over again f-or tha,t promot+ion, no busine-ss game 
IN HIS HOLY ARMS !!!!!! 


The final step is to punch all of these into one of those text-to-robot voice 
machines and let the joy happen. I hope I have inspired and touched hearts 
with this article. 


'lol! You got 
A SMALL DICK. 1 
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HEPATIC TISSUE FERMENTATION II! 


Written by Dave Williams. Illustrated by Curtis Delaney. 


I spent five years knee deep in AIDS-tainted blood, gangrenous flesh, and enough piss, shit, pus and vomit to give even the most seasoned gore-fiend a boner 
for the rest of his days. After the repeated retelling of many of my countless exploits as an operating room orderly, Emmanuel suggested I start an ongoing 
series of those exploits in the emblem of class and literary intellectualism that is Standard Ish. Never one to shy away from a chance to sully my already 
questionable character, I agreed. 

I submit, for no approval, installation #1 of Hepatic Tissue Fermentation II... 



It was a painfully typical evening in the operating room. I’d just finished mop¬ 
ping up yet another thickening pool of the blackish-green liquid that pours 
from an obstructed bowel as it’s passed from the operating table to the speci¬ 
men bowl when I was informed that there’d be an emergency plastic surgery 
case arriving within the next hour, and I’d been granted the tremendous privi¬ 
lege of, yet again, working well into the night. 

After making the necessary preparations for a plastics case, I strolled casu¬ 
ally to the emergency ward as the rest of the hospital staff rushed around 
me. Upon my eventual arrival, I was hurried rather annoyingly into the ER, in 
which an older gentleman sat on a stretcher, looking irritated but not pained, 
with white, blood-soaked gauze wrapped around a wrist that, I surmised, used 
to have a hand on the end of it. 

I was told that this old crank had recently retired from his job at the tele¬ 
phone company. After spending a few days of his newfound freedom with his 
undoubtedly lucky wife, he could no longer stand to look at her throughout his 
waking hours, and took a job driving a salt-truck. 

"One of the first goddamned things they tell you,” he explained, "is to keep 
your goddamned hands out of that bastard salt grinder.” 

Evidently, on one of his nightly saltings away from the wife, some of the salt 
that had rescued him from his evenings of marital bliss had formed an uncrush- 
able blockage in the grinder. Stepping from the cab of the truck with brow 
furrowed in aggravation and keys still in the ignition, this delightful old chap 
reached his gloved hand into the grinder, located the salty little troublemaker, 
and began to pull. It is at this point that the grinder, in turn, locates the 
chap’s hand, and also begins to pull. Surprisingly, the massive truck emerges 
victorious from this rousing tug-o’-war, and pulls the old guy’s gloved hand 
right off at the wrist, grinding bone to dust and mingling stretched, mangled 
flesh with dirt, salt and rust. 

Rather than calling an ambulance, and well-before calling his beautiful bride, 
our old friend, after finally wrestling what remained of his arm from the grind¬ 
er, opted to return to the cab of the truck, wrap his flesh-and-vein-tasseled 
stump in an oily rag, shut off the truck, fish the carnage that was his hand 
from the salt-box, and drive himself 45 minutes to the nearest hospital where, 
after spending a solid half-hour recounting this heartwarming tale, he had yet 
to wince even slightly in pain. 

After waiting for what seemed like an eternity for my curmudgeonly new 
friend to stop his babbling, we finally got him off to sleep and began un¬ 
wrapping the gift that forty years of unhappy marriage and a split second of 
incredible stupidity had conspired to bestow upon us. Picture, if you will, a 
raw turkey drumstick. Paper-thin, pink skin clinging lifelessly to cold, grey 


meat, a Trague Done jutting Trom tne ena ot tne Tiesn. Now picture that tasty 
drumstick, drenched in blood, hard chunks of salt and soil embedded in veins 
and cartilage, the bone ground to a sharp point, with more assorted debris 
lodged in the marrow. 

It was determined immediately that what was left of the hand (which sat next 
to me as I held the arm up by its exposed bone), still sheathed in its glove 
-- tendons, veins, and stretched strips of skin hanging from various holes in 
the leather - looking like an incredibly convincing fright-flick prop, could not 
possibly be reattached, and that I would be escorting yet another severed 
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THE WEALTHY BOOZER! 


Written and illustrated by Ben Jensen. 


You know how it is. Money’s tight, times are tough all 
over. We’re in a recession right now, and unless you’re 
already rich anyway, no one’s gonna help you pay your 
bills. Until now. I’M gonna help you. STANDARD iSSUE 
Horrible Magazine is gonna help you. 

Gonna help you get drunk for cheap. 

With these suggestions I’m about to give you, even in 
today’s trying economic climate, you should be able to 
get plenty drunk AND have enough money left over to 
pay for things like rent and groceries. You might even 
manage to cut your booze budget enough to buy your 
12-year old son his first ever pair of shoes. 

’Even on a visible minority’s or a woman’s salary?’, you ask. 
No, probably not. But you white males keep reading. 



TIP 1: DRINK YOUR BOOZE THROUGH A STRAW 

When you drink booze through a straw, you’re mak¬ 
ing sure the only thing entering your head is pure, 
alcoholic beverage. When you drink straight from a 
glass or a bottle, your mouth isn’t forming a tight seal 
around the rim and all sorts of pesky oxygen is just 
letting itself in like waves of teenagers at the out-of- 
control house party that’s in every single '80s movie. 
Oxygen slows the death of your brain cells, and brain 
cells slow your drunk. They’re garbage. Brain cells 
are the sandbags on the balloon ride of life... and 
THAT is the most poetic thing you will ever read in 
STANDARD iSSUE so remember it, fer chrissake. 

TIP 2: INHALE VODKA 

DRINKING vodka is for grandmas and civil war re¬ 
enactors. Get in the NOW, cool guy, by pouring 
your vodka over dry ice and inhaling the fumes. 
This sends the alcohol straight to your brain, AKA 
your body’s "party box” instead of wasting time 
with all your nerdier organs like your liver and kid¬ 
ney and stomach. By inhaling vodka fumes, you 
will get insanely drunk off of just a bit of vodka, 
and you will save lots of money, and you might also 
do very bad permanent damage to yourself. 


TIP 3: MAKE YOUR OWN BEER 

There are places you can go to get all the equip¬ 
ment and advice you need to brew your own beer. 
Those places are for morons. Why pay some mid¬ 
dleman who -- for all you know -- might be a rap¬ 
ist, when you can brew your own hand-crafted beer 
with just two simple ingredients from the grocery 
store: non-alcoholic beer, and alcohol. 

It’s simple: why is beer so expensive? Because it 
gets you drunk. So what kind of beer is cheapest? 
The kind that’s got the same alcohol content as a 
day-old banana. Even when you factor in the cost 
of a no-name bottle of rubbing alcohol to mix into 
it, buying a six-pack of near beer is still cheaper 
than the real thing -- and it gives you control over 
just how much rubbing alcohol you want in each 
bottle of beer you drink. 

Some crazy people will tell you that drinking rubbing 
alcohol can blind you or somehow magically trans¬ 
form you into a retarded person. Those people are 
called "doctors” and they’re being paid to say stuff 
like that, so don’t listen to them. NEVER listen to 
people who get paid to do ANYTHING. Listen to ME. 


TIP 4: DRINK WITH YOUR ASS 

Frogs drink water through their butts. Did you 
know that? It’s true. And that’s nature. And if 
something happens in nature, then that means it’s 
good. If you pour a nice adult beverage into your 
bum through an enema tube, the alcohol will by¬ 
pass all of your body’s filters (those damn kidneys 
and livers again) and instead be absorbed rapidly 
and efficiently by the supersensitive membranes in 
your colon. You will get SUPER drunk SUPER fast off 
of just a little bit of alcohol. Enjoy all that extra 
money you’ll save, Mr. Rockefeller, sir! 

There is only one VERY MINOR downside to this su¬ 
per-awesome way of getting drunk and that’s that 
there are two VERY SERIOUS downsides to getting 
drunk this way: one is that you have to stick some¬ 
thing up your ass, and the other is that you’ll prob¬ 
ably die of alcohol poisoning. 

Those are all my recession drinking suggestions 
for now, but if you follow these few simple tips, 
your wallet’s gonna swell at the same rate as your 
bladder, nose and liver! (And also you might die.) 
You’re welcome! 
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Interview by Steve Adamyk 



Canada’s west coast, lately, seems to be killing it. Both Vancouver and Calgary have new bands popping up almost weekly, releasing records either themselves, 
or on rad international labels. 


I’ve been lucky enough to catch Van’s own DEAD GHOSTS twice. Once at Pub 340 in Vancouver back in January f 08, and then again at the Bachelor Records 
showcase at SXSW in f 09. 

Shit, these dudes are good. I know journalism isn’t supposed to be opinionated or obviously biased, but ON TOP of this being STANDARD ISSUE AAAGAZINE (IE: 
we do whatever the fuck we want), I straight-up love this band and am telling this to your stupid face: you need to seek out and buy their records. 

Along with Vancouver’s INDIAN WARS (another disgustingly good band), DEAD GHOSTS are another band to add to the list of fuzzed-out, DEMONS CLAWS/early 
BLACK LIPS-style garage, with ridiculously catchy hooks and great vocals. If that wasn’t enough, DEAD GHOSTS are young, ambitious and eager to piss in your 
corn flakes. Their latest drop, the split single with recent additions to the Fat Possum roster SMITH WESTERNS, should be keeping assholes all over anxiously 
awaiting another choice record. 


DEAD GHOSTS might be the best name for a band I’ve ever heard. Where 
did it originate from? 

Ha ha, can’t really say, thought it sounded spooky. 

When did DEAD GHOSTS form, and who does most of the songwriting? 

We pretty much became a band when Milk n’ Herpes put out our record. Bryan 
usually comes up with the melody and everyone chips in with their parts. 

Your influences seem fairly evident, but which bands specifically do you 
take after, or have been the major driving influence? 

Soul and girl groups are a large influence. Always thought that VELVET UNDER¬ 
GROUND and THE RAMONES had the perfect amount of girl group and soul. And 
then stuff like THE GORIES, THE STONES and THE STOOGES. And lots of newer 
stuff like KING KHAN & BBQ, DEMONS CLAWS, and of course BLACK LIPS. 

Van city seems hot of late. B-LINES, SEX CHURCH, VAPID, DEFEKTORS, 
etc... Not to mention your staples: TRANZMITORS, and bands like POINTED 
STICKS playing shows once again. What keeps Vancouver alive? 

Hmmm... I think most of us are just really bored with the city. There’s lots of 
different pockets of friends that get together and help each other out. 


Speaking of Vancouver, how are the Olympic Games going to affect people 
trying to make their way to Pender Street to get a $1 slice of pizza? 

I’m sure they’ll close down all the cool shit. They already closed down all the 
punk bars for the Olympics, and bring the army out to shut down house par¬ 
ties. I’m getting the fuck out of here for the Olympics. 

People have begun to take notice of DEAD GHOSTS in the US and Europe. 
When’s the Great White North going to get hip and wake up? 

NEVER. 

Which member of the band is the best at scoring smack on East Hastings? 

Moe, but he’s too lazy. 

What’s the future for DEAD GHOSTS with respect to touring and releasing 
records? Any plans for US or Eastern Canadian Shows? 

We are going into Little Red Sound Studio mid-December to record an LP. In 
February, during the Olympics, we are touring California with our buds INDIAN 
WARS. 


MYSPACE.COM/THE DEADGHOSTS 
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Comix by Splatter. 
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YEAR ZERO’S a pretty new (but not THAT new, as we’ll soon learn in this interview) punk band here in Ottawa that everybody’s going nuts over. And why 
wouldn’t they? Their songs are melodic and catchy but still raw and punk -- all at the same time! Best of both worlds! 

This band’s got members of THE MILLION DOLLAR MARXISTS, THE SICK FITS, MOTHER’S CHILDREN, SEDATIVES, and THE FUCKING MACHINES but it doesn’t sound 
anything like any of them. It reminds me of the songs that used to be on 411 skate videos back in the '90s. If that means anything to anyone... 

Anyway, here’s the interview. Hope the fact that the word f gay’ gets tossed around a bit in the third quarter to describe some of YZ’s songs doesn’t bum 
anybody out. No homophobia intended (or supported) by anyone. 

“WE’RE PUMPIN’ OUT THE HITS AT A RECORD PACE NOW!” 


So you guys are getting your tape rereleased on 
P.TRASH? 

DAVE WILLIAMS (guitar/vocals): Yeah, 
it’s gonna be P.TRASH and Rob from STATUES’ la¬ 
bel, SHOOTING AT DECOYS RECORDS; they’re doing 
a split release. It’s gonna be the LP version of our 
nine-song cassette that BRUISED TONGUE put out a 
few months ago. 


BRAD McOUAT (lead guitar): I think 
there’re gonna be 600 [and they’ll have] silk- 
screened covers. 

Tim, what’s it like stepping out from behind the 
drum kit? Were you nervous? 

TIM OSTLER (bass/vocals): I’m STILL ner¬ 
vous, dude, it’s so brutal. It’s fucking terrifying. I 


get wasted.... well, not wasted... I’ll usually have 
a couple drinks [beforehand]. It’s the stage banter 
that’s killing me. 

BRAD: Tim, Mike [Haddad, YEAR ZERO’S 
drummer] and I started jamming in 2005 and wrote 
a LOT of the songs [that are on the album]. But Tim 
was too afraid to sing live. He fucking pussied out, 
he said "I’m not doing this band, I’m too busy”. 
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TIM: No, what I SAID was, I wanted some¬ 
one ELSE to sing. [Back then] we actually recorded 
12 songs with Rich [from SICK FITS] and I have no 
idea where it went, I lost my copy. Ken [from SICK 
FITS and MOTHER’S CHILDREN] had one, and he put 
it on one night at his place -- we were all drinking 
over there -- and I got so excited, I called Brad up 
and I was like [in a slurred , excited drunk voice:] 
"Dude! We’re starting this band up!” and then I 
woke up the next morning and I was like, "Oh fuck, 
I’m still terrified of singing! This problem is NOT 
being rectified at all.” [Everybody laughs] 

So were those demos instrumental, or did you 
man up and sing on them? 

TIM: Yeah, it was all instrumental. 

BRAD: We had the lyrics for a few songs 
but we didn’t record 'em, but there’s some decent¬ 
ly recorded -- like 10 or 12 -- songs on there. 

TIM: I’d say the majority of No Tongue 
For Eros -- at least bits and pieces -- was on that 
tape. 

DAVE: Well, I even jammed with you guys 
like a year or two ago. 

BRAD: Tim doesn’t even remember but 
Dave, Emmanuel [Sayer from LAST COMMUNION 
and SEDATIVES -- Ed.], me, and Tim jammed. 

DAVE: Just one time though. 

BRAD: I remember when we started play¬ 
ing again, before our first show, I asked Dave if he 
wanted to join our band and Dave was just like 
"yeah, I dunno, whatever buddy, I’m in like 400 
other bands, fuck off”, then he saw us play our 
second show and was like "dude, can I still be in 
the band?” [Everyone laughs] 

DAVE: That’s fucking NOT cool. Like "oh, 
they’re actually good! Yeah, I’ll join your ship!” 

I remember you guys’s first show at ROCK 'N’ ROLL 
PIZZA PARTY, back when it was at the Oak... 

BRAD: That was actually our second 
show. We were a three piece, we were all scared 
shitless... 

TIM: So fucking scary, man... 

DAVE: That was the show that stole my 
heart. [To Tim:] But you’re confident as hell now, 

I find. As opposed to when we started playing to¬ 
gether. 

TIM: More so. 

What goes through your head before a show, 
Tim? 

TIM: [I] just have to try not to be intimi¬ 
dated by anybody. They’re there to watch you, you 
gotta realize that. 

What about you, Brad? Cuz this is your first band 
[since] NEIGHBOURHOOD BRATS, so what’s this 
like? Same kinda deal as Tim? 

BRAD: Maybe the first two shows just cuz 
I was playing songs that I wrote, so I was a little 
weird about that. I wasn’t worried about PLAYING 
in front of anyone. But now, before we play, all I 
think about is trying not to look so angry, cuz every¬ 
one always calls me on being angry. I’m not really 
an angry guy, but it’s just my face, I have a small 
mouth [everyone laughs] and I look angry [because 
of it]. 

Brad, when you play, you look at Tim’s fret board 
the whole time and you just look like you’re Tim’s 
dad and you’re hoping your son doesn’t fuck up. 

DAVE: That’s actually pretty accurate! 

BRAD: I’m just trying to stay in sync 
with him. I’m just trying to work WITH him in case 
things fuck up. 

TIM: If I don’t concentrate on what I’m 


doing [when we play] -- cuz I don’t really practice 
bass all that often -- I’ll fuck up. So that DOES 
make sense. 

BRAD: I wish you’d practice more at 

home. 

TIM: I know! 

Who has the worst work ethic in the band? Is it 
Tim? 

DAVE: I’m the one who misses the most 

jams. 

BRAD: Mike. Dave misses the most jams, 
but the only time Mike plays drums is AT JAM. 

TIM: But Mike has gotten his shit a LOT 

better. 

DAVE: It’s true, the drumming on the 
tape’s AMAZING. 

BRAD: Oh yeah, he definitely focused 
and he used those fucking octopus arms [Mike's 
well over six feet tall - Ed.]. 

Did you guys have to get a special drum kit for 
Mike, did you have to send away to some place 
that deals with giants? 

TIM: He actually got arm reduction, he 
doesn’t have elbows anymore. 

BRAD: The NBA sent us a drum kit. 

Brad, how’s the home tattooing business going? 

BRAD: Let’s not talk about that. Aren’t 
we talking about YEAR ZERO right now? 

Are you guys all gonna get YEAR ZERO tattoos? 

BRAD: There’s some fucking rumour go¬ 
ing around that I’m like a "tattoo artist” and all 
my tattoo artist buddies are like [in grumbly voice] 
"dude, why are you a tattooer, do you actually 
tat...” I’m like "NO! I’m just like, "sometimes we 
drink beer and I’ll tattoo like a fucking shark for 
somebody.” I do really shitty punk tattoos on punk 
rockers for fun. 

People are losing a lot of business because of 
this. [Everybody laughs] 

BRAD: That’s SO not true. They’re gonna 
GET more business for COVER-UPS! So I’m help¬ 
ing. 

How did the band change when Dave joined? 

BRAD: It was a LOT less pressure on me. 

I could play more of the lead without having to 
switch from lead to rhythm and worry about fuck¬ 
ing up; it’s so much better on me. Dave’s a fucking 
SICK guitar player... 

DAVE: True, true, true. 

TIM: The first show we played [before 
Dave joined], we just jumped on the bill and we 
played like, I dunno, seven songs or something. 
This was at Bill’s house party. It was with CLOVEN 
HOOFS and SLEEPING PILOT... we fucking sucked, 
like, really bad. [After Dave joined] Bill said we 
sounded 80 times better than we did before. 

Did he also say 80 times more BUFF? 

BRAD: When Dave joined the band, it was 
a lot easier cuz we had three songwriters. We’re 
pumpin’ out the hits at a record-pace now. [Every¬ 
body laughs] 

That’s gonna be the key quote for the interview! 
"We’re pumpin’ out the hits at a record pace 
now!” 

TIM: [Laughing:] I’d like to also note Brad 
calls his guitar The Hitmaker’. [Everybody laughs] 
What I was gonna say though is, when Dave joined 
-- I used to sing 'Place To Play’ and 'Be Clean’ -- 
then Dave took 'em. 




BRAD: You could NOT sing those songs. 
Tim’s a great singer, but... 

TIM: I could NOT sing that shit. [On 
’Place To Play’,] I’d get to the chorus and I sang 
it higher than Dave, and I couldn’t fuckin’ do it. 
And then ’Be Clean’ I couldn’t sing either. It was 
brutal. So that was a big plus: being able to write 
a song that you know you can’t sing but... [pause] 

...but having a guy that you can dish it off to? 

TIM: Or vice-versa. 

BRAD: Dave has the voice of an angel. 

DAVE: It’s nice having two vocal styles in 
a band too cuz it makes things a lot more interest¬ 
ing. 

TIM: Yeah, and we’re going Double Drag¬ 
on now actually; we’re trying to work on [using vo¬ 
cals from] both of us. 

I think that’s one of the highlights of the tape. 
I think you guys have a good trade-off. Cuz it’s 
two distinct styles but they’re two styles that fit 
well with the music. 

DAVE: Yeah, I agree. 

BRAD: All the songs that Dave sings on 
the tape he’d never sang at jam or anything, we 
just did it [for the first time] in the studio. He 
showed up with lyrics for ’Insomniac’ that he wrote 
the night before, and just fuckin’ laid ’em out. 

TIM: Actually, I don’t think Dave had 
even sang LIVE before we got in the studio. We 
never even heard him sing. 

BRAD: No! He never even sang in JAM. 

TIM: We were at Yogi’s [Meatlocker Stu¬ 
dio] and we heard him sing, we were like ’he’s a 
good singer’. 

BRAD: We were like ’you’re doing three 
songs on the album, you better fuckin’ sing good.’ 


DAVE: I’m fuckin’ good. 

BRAD: [Pause] Dave’s cockiness is a lot 
more charming than it looks in print. [Everyone 
laughs] 

How is the songwriting broken up in the band? 

TIM: Brad writes leads. 

DAVE: Brad writes higher parts that sound 
like accompaniments but they’re entire songs. 

BRAD: I can’t play power chords, I get so 
distracted and bored. 

TIM: Lately, if Brad writes something, 
Dave will kind of sort it out so that I know what’s 
going on. 

DAVE: I write like a composite of those 
chords. That’s kind of what we do. Brad brings 
his shit, we break it down into how many times 
we’re gonna do each thing. When we [the cur¬ 
rent, four piece lineup] started, these songs were 
already written and I just wrote little twiddly shit 
over them, or just did like palm mutes. 

BRAD: Tim and I wrote the album and 
Dave wrote lyrics for like one song, cuz those were 
all old songs. But now all our new songs, it’s all 
equal. 

DAVE: Yeah, it’s all broken down equal¬ 
ly. 

Three out of four band band members being 
songwriters - that’s a lot for a lot of people. Are 
you guys used to that stuff, does it work well for 
you, or is it sometimes a struggle? 

BRAD: It’s fuckin’ perfect. 

TIM: Actually, no, it IS problematic cuz 
we have more songs than we know what to DO with. 
Like every jam, two of three of us will say that we 
have a new song, and we don’t get anything done, 
because we’re learning new songs when we should 


be finishing OTHER new songs. 

BRAD: But that’s better than not having 
songs at all. 

DAVE: But as a dude who’s in five bands, 
and who writes for four bands, I really like trying to 
write with different people. I like being in bands in 
all the genres I love; I wanna be in a band of each 
of those. Y’know? It’s fucking shitty, it takes up all 
my time, my wife wants to murder me, but I can’t 
help it. 

BRAD: Dave fuckin’ sent me two metal 
songs he did, SOLO metal songs, like fuckin’ HEAVY 
fuckin’ METAL! 

DAVE: There’s a lot of solos in those 
songs. But yeah, I need a creative outlet for all the 
shit that I’m into and Brad and Tim and Mike pro¬ 
vided one that I’ve wanted to do for a long time, 
the kinda REPLACEMENTS type thing, where I can 
sing about fucking feelings and that kinda queer 
shit -- don’t put ’queer’ in the magazine. 

TIM: No, the gayer the better. When 
we’re like ’everyone’s saying that song’s gay,’ well 
that’s fuckin’ GOOD, that’s what we want. Unless 
Brad deems it ’TOO gay’, then that means it’s TOO 
gay... 

DAVE: [Laughing] ... that means two guys 
singing at the same time. 

TIM: That is how it actually works. 

DAVE: Cuz halfway through [singing a 
song with two guys singing at once], we start be¬ 
ing like [mimes him and Tim's open mouths getting 
closer and closer, with eyes shut ]. 

Name a ’gay’ YEAR ZERO song. 

BRAD: ’Linen’. 

DAVE: 'Linen”s a gay song. 

BRAD: ...which I WROTE. Which is BRU¬ 
TAL. I play it and I’m like 'this is too gay, this is 




the gayest song in the world’, and you guys are like 
'YOU WROTE the fuckin’ song!’ 

TIM: [To Brad:] Dude, you say ALL of 
our songs are gay, but you fuckin’ love them all! 
[Everyone laughs] [To Ben:] Y’know, one thing I 
DID wanna bring up when you [were talking about] 
three out of four of us being songwriters: three of 
the four of us are drummers too. 

DAVE: Holy shit. 

TIM: Yeah, I don’t think it’s even LEGAL. 

BRAD: It’s crazy. People fucking hate me 
cuz I’m in a band with three drummers. There’s 
not that many drummers in ANY scene. 

How did you guys get Mike to play drums for the 
band? 

TIM: He was watching Oprah on the couch 
and we just took away his bag of chips... 

BRAD: Mike and I used to live together 
and we had a big living room with a drum kit and 
all our gear in the living room. Mike’s a very lazy 
person [but] it was pretty easy when the drum kit’s 
in the living room; I just had to drag his long, lanky 
body off the couch and into the living room, buy 
him a Coke Slushee and be like 'c’mon, bud’. 

TIM: This is what happened most of the 
time we’d have band practice: Brad would be up¬ 
stairs or whatever, milling about. I’d walk in, Mike 
would always be on the couch watching Oprah or 
whatever... 

BRAD: ALWAYS. Drinking a Coke Slushee, 
eating a bag of Ms. Vickie’s salt and pepper chips. 

TIM: Eating a bag of chips for lunch. I 
think he’s gotten a little bit better, but he would 
always just sit there, eating bags of chips. 

BRAD: He’s always sick! That’s why he’s 
not here! Cuz he drinks Coke Slushees and eats 
chips for lunch! 


TIM: I’d be like 'Mike, we gotta jam’, 
he’d be like 'uhhh...’ 

DAVE: He was asleep til like 20 minute 
before our show, for which we left at 6PM last 
week. 

BRAD: God bless him. 

Remember when you guys first started and every¬ 
body kept saying you sounded like JAWBREAKER? 
What did you think about that? 

DAVE: I think one idiot said something 
about JAWBREAKER... 

TIM: ...and it spread like wildfire. 

DAVE: I’ll happily take a JAWBREAKER 
comparison, obviously, but we don’t sound like 
JAWBREAKER. 

BRAD: When we first started jamming, I 
wanted to play like '70s punk, and that’s what I was 
trying to play, and then somehow, five weeks lat¬ 
er, when we started playing shows, by our second 
show, we [apparently] sounded like JAWBREAKER, 
a band I NEVER listened to. I was like 'what?!’ Ev¬ 
eryone kept saying that. 

DAVE: I love JAWBREAKER, but [YEAR 
ZERO] sounds like a combination of what [Brad] 
wanted to play, and what Tim grew up listening 
to. 

Well, if you guys don’t sound like JAWBREAKER, 
this is your chance to tell us what you DO sound 
like. 

TIM: Aw shit, I never even THOUGHT 

about it. 

BRAD: I dunno. 

DAVE: I still stick by the "80s UK-meets- 
’90s East Bay’ [description]; I think that’s pretty 
accurate. 

BRAD: '70s/’80s UK, yeah. 


TIM: There’s a bit of street punk in there 

too. 

BRAD: We definitely have a lot of Cana¬ 
dian influences like DOUGHBOYS, NILS... people 
tell us that all the time. Chris Page and Jim Bryson 
think we sound like NILS. 

DAVE: Well, my first show I ever went to 
and my favourite band when I was in high school 
was PUNCHBUGGY. 

BRAD: I told [Jim Bryson] that too, at the 
show, he was like 'I love your band, bla bla bla’. I 
was like 'this is weird, Jim Bryson telling me he 
likes our band’. I’m like 'dude, I love PUNCHBUG¬ 
GY, I bought that album in '94 when I was a fuckin’ 
FETUS.’ 

DAVE: All Nite Christian Rollerskate was 
my fuckin’ JOINT. 

BRAD: I’d never even gone to a fucking 
show! I never even went to my first pop-punk show 
and I had that PUNCHBUGGY record. 

DAVE: I still listen to 'Average Joe’ regu¬ 
larly and would like to cover it in YEAR ZERO. 

TIM: I’ve heard GREEN DAY comparisons 
[to YEAR ZERO]. 

DAVE: But that’s the shit that’s gonna be 
in our subconscious forever; we were born in 1981, 
we got into punk in 1994, we like GREEN DAY, it’s 
gonna happen. 

BRAD: Yeah, I mean, we’re a fuckin’ pop 
band. We don’t try to sound like anything, we just 
listen to everything and this is what we sound like. 

MYSPACE. COM/YEARZEROOTTAWA 

GO TO STANDARDISSUEMAG.COM TO READ THE 
FULL , UN-EDITED (IE: MORE OFF-TOPIC BULLSHIT) 
YEAR ZERO INTERVIEW!!! 



- advertisement - 

This is the space where an ad for Crimes Against Music 
was supposed to go. It’s a radio show on CKCU 93.1FM 
on Friday nights from 7-8 pm. Typically, you get a 
pretty up-tempo assortment of rock music, usually of 
the louder variety, often with some material from 
other genres that complement or inspire the evening's 
selection. Local recordings get special attention, and 
there's always room for demos and works in progress. 

In any event, the show's host decided, after a couple of 
failed attempts at graphic design, that everyone would 
be a lot better off if he just told you about the show, 
rather than continuing on with what was really a pretty 
half-assed attempt to put together some kind of real 
ad with graphics and everything. Seriously, "abysmal" 
and "moronic" don't begin to describe how badly this 
was turning out. Fortunately, you don't need to have a 
grasp of Microsoft Paint to do a radio show. 

Crimes Against Music 
Graphic-free radio since 2006! 
Fridays 7-8pm on CKCU 93.1 FM 
ckcufm.com 

myspace.com/crimesagainstmusic 
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A SECOND OF VOUR LIFE 
RUINED FOR LIFE? 

The finest in photojournalism from the frontline trenches! 



GRAND TRINE play a hometown 


Montreal's 


The Vanishing Act 
from the basement 
show at Bronson back 
on November 23rd. 
Photo Paul G 


NO BUNNY backed by the ROCK & ROI 


Actual DJs JOKERS OF THE SCENE 
hassling THEE MALE NURSE while he’s 
spinning vinyl on a Boozeday Tuesday 
at Babylon Nightclub in Ottawa. 

Photo Cait Powers 
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Nightclub in Ottawa on August 27th. 
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/ENTURE KIDS from San Francisco plays at the PO Photo Cait Powers 


Sudbury-s own STATUES playing to an apprecia 
Ottawa crowd at Rock N Roll Pizza P £ 
Photo Cait Pov 


« arlM SS SS 

on Museum »t Lea y P ^ 14 _ im) 


StandardiSsueMag.com | Page Fifteen 





Dubbing tapes is dirty work 


Congratulations! 
Army of St. Joan 
Sedatives 
Felines 

Night Game Cult 
Adam Saikaley 
Self Surgery 



www.bruisedtongue.com 




Written by the Standard iSsue Street Gang. 

(Steve Adamyk, Curtis Delaney, Ben Jensen, Ian Manhire, Carruthers Squire McLaughlin, Kyle Pellet, Pierre Richardson, and Emmanuel Sayer) 


if 


Hang up on your mom and tell her you’ll call back cuz it’s time for STANDARD 
iSSUE TRAINWRECK-OF-A-MAGAZINE’S FIRST CONTEST EVER!!! It’s the great 
knuckle tattoo contest of 2009! Here’s how it’s gonna go down: you pick a 
knuckle tattoo idea from the lists below; if you’re dumb -- I mean drunk -- I 
mean BRAVE enough to get one of these tattooed across your fists for reals, 
we’ll give you a cheque for UP TO $25!! 

All you gotta do (besides fuck up any chance of getting a decent job and/or 
life partner for the rest of your days) is: 1) get the tattoo; 2) give us the name 
of the shop (if you got it at a shop) and artist, and the date you got it done on; 


3) send us photos including an extreme close-up of the fresh tattoos, and 
a shot of your knuckle tattoos and this copy of STANDARD iSSUE. Sorry if it 
sounds like we don’t trust the scumbags that read STD, but we’re into ruin¬ 
ing your life, NOT handing out cheques for UP TO $25 to dirty fraudsters. 
You understand. 


If someone out there actually does this, and we decide their mistake is real 
and actual, first of all: that’s awesome! Second of all: we’ll print a photo 
of it in the next issue, and the cheque’ll be in the mail, stud! 




SICK JOKE 
GAYE RAGE 
gett DEAD 
JAIL LOVE 
DEAD MEAT 

BOYS TOWN 

SHIT SHOW 


^at esorY * 3-' _ 

SKIT "ftM* 

TOOL OOSE 

thew orst 

FAST EASY 
STAY DEAD 
gong SHOW 

COCKTAIL 
DONT EVEN__ 

^-T'NC. _ 

G ^EOvJp TY 
NICE FACE 
f 4 °c LOWn 
boys life 

RB-TA RDED 

drug doer 


UGLY BABY 
WORLDWAR - 
CHUGALUG I 
CASH BAR! I 
BAKE SALE 1/H. 


V' kftotu, Ikis 4 o 44 oo is cjunna 
:oi+ more Han 25 cellars. 







PUNKsexx' 

BICK FUCK 

dumb idea 
g °DZI LLa 

N °TFUNNY 


— y*-~*ZuLL-Ohi~ YSC'TAR'pEO 

FREE HEAD D uMN DUMR 

KNOW HOMO 
DOTH EDEW 
OBOE SOLO 
SITA RGOD 
SLAP BASS 
PONYTAIL 
PATH ETIC 
FIST FUCK 
ASSB ONES 
PEPS IMAX 
WOOOTANG 
CLAM BAKE 
RING DING 
VIDA LOCA 
SMUG LIFE 
MAKE POOP 
BLOW GUYS 
DUDE TITS 
PUBE CURL 
PUSS MUSK 
BUTT GASM 
turd MELT 
butt love 



SHAM WOW! 
SLAP CHOP 
SPAC EJAM 
NU-M ETAL 
TOTH EMAX 
LILW AYNE 
LILP ENIS 
GHON OREA 
ROCK Ylll 
1STB LOOD 
BLUD CRIP 
INMY BUTT 
RUFF SEKS 
2&A%. MEN! 
PUBE FACE 
GRAY PUBE 
HOTT MESS 
HANG TUFF 
SHIT ONME 
RAWW JOKK 
JOCK ITCH 
DATE RAPE 
RAPE DATE 


POOP QUIZ 
THUG LAFF 
GIRL FART 
DICK EARS 
OLDE DICK 
ABBA RULZ 
esrb GAME 
OMAR EPPS 
HOTT DOGG 


GRRL POWR 
drug fuck 

CRAK ROCK 
PORN GIFS 
BUTT PLUG 
USED LIFE 
DUMB DEAF 
BUTT LEAK 
NICE GAMS 
LADY BUMS 


fart melt 
turd hell 

RAVE TARD 
GZUS FISH 
NOSE PICK 
PUNX DEAD 
SKAS BACK 
ANAL HATE 
SICK BRAH 
SUBU RBAN 


BONE THUG 

IDIO TMAN 

LATE FEES 

twat BOMB 

BEAT OFFS 

mustache 

CNBC MTV2 

badt aste 

JUGG ALOS 

SOFT HAIR 

tyra BANX 

CORN POOP 

MCHLJRDN 

OLDT EETH 

POOP PORN 

TABR NACK 

tomc rooz 

SUCK FUCK 

GIZZ WZRD 

CUPC AKES 

GHOS TDAD 

2GRL1CUP 

lady GAGA 

awsm tats 

COOL FART 

drin KING 

COOL JETS 

FACE BOOK 

COLD DICK 

GAYB OOBS 

MYSP ACE! 

DIAB ETES 

diar rhea 

naan BRED 

SMOK EPOT 

INTE RNET 

boob BOOB 

GENI TALS 

CYBE RSEX 

CUMS HOTS 

ROCA WEAR 

NAZI POPE 


REDD FOXX 
PIPE BOMB 
BLOG GING 
RAPP ROCK 
TUBA MELT 
SPAR ERIB 
COMB OVER 
FAKE TITS 
GETF UNKY 
40BO TTLE 
DREA DLOX 
CORY HAIM 
CINN ABON 
IGOT HEPC 
huff GLUE 
COCA COLA 
PAID LAID 
MEAT BATH 
VERY RUDE 
COCK FITE 
SUCK DIK$ 
GAY4 PAY v 9 
DRUM BASS 
dead KIDS 
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5HITTY/N0T SHITTY/ 

HERE’S SOME STUFF AND WHAT YOUR OPINION OF IT SHOULD BE. 

By the Standard iSsue Street Gang (Steve Adamyk, Ben Jensen, Kyle Pellet, Carruthers Squire MsLaughlan, 

Emmanuel Sayer, Dave Secretary and Dave Williams). 


A note from Ben Jensen about the reviews page 

Normally, we’d just put the author of each review’s initials at the end of each review and leave it up to the reader to figure out who wrote it, but for 
some reason, everybody kept thinking I wrote every review. I’d be getting people telling me how funny my review of my dick size was (that was actually 
Kyle Pellet reviewing the size of HIS dick), or thanking me for giving their band’s album a good review (even if I didn’t write the review, but even if I DID, 
don’t THANK people for giving your album a good review; if the album’s good, it’ll get a good review... thanking the reviewer is a sign of weakness). 

So now the author of each review has their full name at the beginning. Pay attention. 


A note from Dave Williams about the reviews page 

Considering the undeniable fact that most of STANDARD ISSUE’S readers (and staff for that matter) are a bunch of shaggy-haired, tight-panted, scrawny 
pussies with a penchant for jangly guitars who have rarely heard a single real hardcore band, I thought I’d take it upon myself to inject some fucking 
venom into this review section. 


THE ALMIGHTY DEFENDERS - s/t LP (Vice Re¬ 
cords, New York) 

By Emmanuel Sayer 

If you’re baking a cake, you need to start off with 
the right ingredients. The main ingredients for this 
cake are KING KHAN & BBQ and THE BLACK LIPS. 
Mmmmmmmmmmm! Doesn’t that sound like it 
will be a good cake? Oh boy! I’m so excited to 
have some of that. I’m so excited that I’m just 
gonna throw in all the ingredients really quickly 
-- throw in some Gospel spice and some Soul ex¬ 
tract and stir it up a bit. Oops! Looks like I forgot 
to throw in Good Song soda, you know the thing 
that actually makes this cake rise. Fuck it, I’ll just 
throw it into the oven at 34 degrees for 10 minutes. 
Oh no! Turns out this cake is pretty shitty. 

This record is pretty bad. Even worse than this 
shitty analogy. The only good thing that came out 
of it is the song Tone of Light’ which probably 
should have just come out as a single. SHITTY 

BIG DICK - JENSEN 7” (self-released, Ottawa) 
Written by Dave Secretary 

In order to keep STD’s integrity up to snuff I thought 
it best to review my own band’s record. And what a 
fucking glorious trainwreck of a record it is!! Imag¬ 
ine 60’s-era Grace Slick and Jean Shrimpton getting 
naked, sticking their tongues into each other and 
then fucking for three days straight while Chaucer, 
Beethoven and Klimt document the whole thing on 
acid. This is the sort of music you can only describe 
with crossovers. Star Wars meets racier Montel ep¬ 
isodes. Hindenburg meets Hindenburg. Holy fuck¬ 
ing shit. NOT SHITTY 

DAVE SECRETARY’S REVIEW OF THE BIG DICK - 
JENSEN 7” 

Written by Ben Jensen 

Listen, I know STANDARD iSSUE is horribly and no¬ 
toriously biased and corrupt. And Dave Secretary 
popping boners over his own band’s new 7” in these 
hallowed review pages might be a new low for us in 
that regard. But that’s not why I’m reviewing his 
review. I’m reviewing his review cuz I don’t think it 
went into enough detail about how awesome that 7” 
is. I mean, "Grace Slick and Jean Shrimpton getting 
naked, sticking their tongues into each other...”? I 
don’t even know who half those people are. "Chau- 
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Blind To Faith 


cer, Beethoven and Klimt”? Can you name a single 
album any of those guys came out with? Or even a 
SONG? I can’t. 

So here it is: BIG DICK is local scene stalwarts Dave 
Sec (VAN JOHNSON/BLACK ACTORS/HRSWHPS) and 
Johnny 0 (TOKEN/MILLION DOLLAR MARXISTS/URA¬ 
NIUM COMEBACK)’s new two-man assault. They 
probably aren’t gonna be psyched to read this, but 
they sound like DEATH FROM ABOVE. And I know I 
sound like a lazy, shithead "rock journalist” for mak¬ 
ing such an easy comparison for a two-man bass/ 
drums/vocal punk rock band, but it’s true. And after 
the Canadian media shoved those two assholes down 
our throats so hard we all got sick of ’em, DEATH 
FROM ABOVE isn’t exactly a reference that’s gonna 
get people psyched to go check out BIG DICK. 

But you gotta remember, DFA were a really good 
band. They were fast, loud and catchy as fuck-- 
three things BIG DICK has in common with them on 
this 7”. BIG DICK is probably quicker and snappier 
though. If DFA were like a beating by baseball bats, 
BIG DICK is like a frenzied knife attack: a more ur¬ 
gent and frantic vocal delivery and an overall lean¬ 
er and meaner sound. 


This 7” has drums that sound like a family of boul¬ 
ders falling down a sheet-metal mountain, bass 
lines that sound like a power tool that hasn’t been 
invented yet but is probably a cross between a 
circular saw and a lazer, and vocals that sound 
like two guys screaming about missing body parts, 
fighting, and the man-of-the house over all that 
racket. In short, this new 7” doesn’t give you 
much to not be psyched about. 

So if you feel like you can’t trust Dave Sec’s re¬ 
view of his own band, trust this unbiased review 
by me, the guy this 7” was named after. But this 
isn’t really a review of the album; it’s a review 
of Dave’s review of the album. So I’m giving it a 
SHITTY. 

BLIND TO FAITH - THE SEVEN FAT YEARS ARE 
OVER EP (Holy Terror Records) 

By Dave Williams 

One might assume that a band named after a 
RINGWORM song and featuring members of the 
mighty RISE AND FALL, the pummeling AMENRA, and 
skate-thrashers REPROACH is going to be mysteri¬ 
ous, vicious, and fucking evil. Even a quick glance 
at the jacket of this beast is confirmation of that 
suspicion. Taking a page from Cleveland’s origi¬ 
nal purveyors of Holy Terror hardcore (INTEGRITY, 
RINGWORM, PALE CREATION, etc), BLIND TO FAITH 
inject some uniquely European elements into their 
aesthetic and are equally indebted to Left Hand 
Path- or Clandestine-era ENTOMBED, perhaps even 
more to the NIHILIST demos, actually. Fusing this 
musical combination with a very HUAAAN FURNACE- 
esque vocal approach and the murderous, apocalyp¬ 
tic lyrical visions typical of the subgenre has made 
for one scathing, unrelenting record. Avoiding any 
of the tough-guy hardcore cliches while maintain¬ 
ing all of the violence-inducing elements for which 
90s hardcore became infamous is no easy feat, but 
BLIND TO FAITH fucking nailed it. Up there with 
the CREATURES LP for best hardcore record of the 
year. NOT SHITTY 

BROWN SUGAR PEACH-FLAVOURED BLUNT ROLLS 

By Carruthers Squire McLaughlin 
I can’t keep a package of rolling papers alive to 
save my life. It’s pretty pathetic really. Between 
how much I sweat (I am a seriously sweaty dude) 
and how often I get sprayed with hoses and hit 





with water balloons (I am not very well liked in 
my neighbourhood) it’s not unusual for everything 
in my pockets to get completely drenched and you 
know what that means: an embarassing situation 
where I go to pull out one paper only to have like 
twenty of them flit out of the package like some 
sort of pothead magician’s never-ending handker¬ 
chief. 



I finally swallowed my pride and found a store with 
a Darth Maul bong in the window something like ten 
years after the character appeared in any movie 
ever. I laid my problem down on the counter and 
the girl behind that counter immediately knew 
what I needed. It’s a plastic container that holds a 
spindle of papers that I can tear off in lengths that 
I decide on myself. And what’s even better is the 
kind that she picked out for me left behind a subtle 
smell that makes me think of Fuzzy Peaches which 
are one of the best candies ever. I liked the prod¬ 
uct so much that I went through a package in two 
weeks. That’s five meters of papers! I went back 
to the shop and decided to give another flavour a 
try, which was a mistake. 

I picked out 'Cherry Bonbon’ because I like choco¬ 
late covered cherries but the smell that these ones 
leave behind is way too blatant and girly. It is 
kind of embarassing and even though I want this 
package to run out so I can go back to using the 
peach flavour, I keep making excuses not to use 
them. Yesterday I even wrapped an old pipe of 
mine in kleenex so I could use it after work without 
it smelling up my pocket. That is how embarrass¬ 
ing this chocolate-cherry smell is. The peach ones 
get two thumbs way the hell up. If anyone knows 
a way I could get sponsored by these guys and be a 
professional rider for Brown Sugar blunt wraps, let 
me know. NOT SHITTY 

BURNING LOVE - DEMO 

By Dave Williams 

Ugh. Look: I love Chris Colohan. LEFT FOR DEAD 
are, without a doubt, one of my favourite bands 
ever, and their tracks on the LFD/OCHRE split are 
still my go-to songs when I’m in the mood for some¬ 
thing that makes me want to bury my thumbs in 
someone’s eyes. 

THE SWARM? A close second. COUNTDOWN TO 
OBLIVION - amazing. RUINATION - fucking incred¬ 
ible. CURSED... Well... I began to lose faith a lit¬ 
tle. It’s not even that I dislike them. In fact, when 
I saw CURSED for the first time they blew my brain 


balls. Their records, on the other hand, just didn’t 
do it for me the way Colohan’s other records had. 

It’s that infusion of groovy rock parts in hardcore 
that really leaves a sour taste in my mouth. That 
whole world of "hardcore rock n roll” (CANCER 
BATS, THE BRONX, etc) is just so boring and seem¬ 
ingly-geared at fashion fuckholes that I couldn’t be 
less interested (not to take away from the success 
that those bands have achieved -- C-BATS in par¬ 
ticular are swell dudes and goddamned touring 
machines and completely deserve every ounce of 
recognition they receive -- it’s just not a sound or 
aesthetic I dig... at all). 

So then I got wind of a demo tape from a new 
Colohan band. For some reason, the tape format 
geared me up for a return to blistering Colohan 
form, expecting speedy tempos, china crash 
breakdowns, and those trademark furious vocals 
from the LEFT FOR DEAD demo cassette. Not 
the case. Hardcore rock n roll, complete with 
gravelly-throat "sung” vocals. And I get it, this 
dude has been in a ton of bands and obviously 
not everyone wants to keep rehashing the same 
style over and over. I guess I just had my fin¬ 
gers crossed for something that ripped like it was 
Hamilton, 1999. NOT SHITTY I guess, but NOT 
GREAT. 

CAULDRON - CHAINED TO THE NITE LP (Earache 
Records, England) 

By Dave Williams 

Absolutely the best band Pembroke, Ontario has 
ever produced. I dare you to disagree. I thought 
GOAT HORN were pretty cool, but Jason De¬ 
cay has fucking upped the radically ante with 
Chained To The Nite. The vocals remain charm¬ 
ingly lacking-yet-fitting, but the songwriting and 
performances on this record are fucking killer. 
For one, the production is incredible - one of my 
favourite metal recordings in a LONG time. So 
classic and real sounding without shooting for an 
entirely 80s sound. The drumming is flawless and 
super tasteful, and the leads are incredibly musical 
and impeccable. Most importantly, the choruses 
are memorable as fuck. 'Chained Up In Chains’ is 
clearly the standout track, and that shit has been 
lodged in my brain since I first heard this record. 
These dudes are gonna be doing some Canadian 
dates with THE WASTE in December, so get your ass 
there. NOT SHITTY 

CREATURES - I, LUCIFER LP (Eulogy Recordings, 
Fort Lauderdale) 

By Dave Williams 

With the resurgence of INTEGRITY worship in the 
last year or so, there has been a rash of dark, vicious 
hardcore bands cropping up, some of whom I’ve 
shrugged off rather quickly as their youthful stupid¬ 
ity and affiliation with moronic tough-guy, all-over¬ 
print bullshit shines right through their new "evil” 
facade. Luckily, there are a handful of bands that 
have totally found the delicate balance of aggression 
and mystique that made much of the "darker” side 
of mid-to-late 90s hardcore so alluring. While CREA¬ 
TURES don’t necessarily convey the same overtone 
of mystery or tragedy as the "Holy Terror” revival¬ 
ists in BLIND TO FAITH or UNREAL CITY, musically, /, 
Lucifer is on par with The Seven Fat Years Are Over 
or Ephemeral Subsistence and while quite comfort¬ 
able sitting alongside those bands, actually takes a 
slightly different path, throwing a whole pile of Han- 
neman/King-isms into the mix, and the simple shift 
away from Melnick-style leads goes a long way in 
setting CREATURES apart from the pack. This record 
didn’t knock me out immediately, but I found myself 


returning to it more and more often, and it’s made 
its way up the list of my favourite hardcore records 
of the year. A total ripper. NOT SHITTY 

FAILURES - s/t LP (Clean Plate/Youth Attack) 

By Ben Jensen 

This is Mark McCoy from DAS OATH’s new band and it 
sounds a ton like DAS OATH but maybe not QUITE as 
awesome. Which is kinda like saying your night last 
night was really awesome but not QUITE as awesome 
as the night you pulled a thorn out of a witch’s paw 
and she gave you the power of flight as a reward, 
and you flew to the all-you-can-sex-buffet party 
some guy who just cured all STDs ever was throwing, 
and there was free pizza and beer and a half-pipe 
and a bunch of mini ramps and monkeys everywhere 
and DAS OATH re-formed and playing live. So this LP 
rules, and only spoiled babies are gonna complain 
about the shitty, tinny production making it a bit less 
of a frantic and violent screaming hardcore beast 
than DAS OATH was. NOT SHITTY 



GAMA BOMB - TALES FROM THE GRAVE IN SPACE LP 

(Earache Records, England) 

By Dave Williams 

The second-best (new-ish) thrash band on the plan¬ 
et right now - and there’s NO shame in coming in 
second to THE WASTE. GAMA BOMB’S last record 
Citizen Brain was pretty much pure thrash insan¬ 
ity and spent more time assaulting my ears than 
any other metal record of last year (CROSS EXAM’s 
Menace II Sobriety was a close second). Although 
I haven’t had a ton of time to ingest this yet, it’s 
fairly safe to say that Tales From The Grave In 
Space isn’t much of a departure from Citizen Brain, 
but I’m certainly not going to complain. The drum¬ 
ming is still fucking bonkos, Philly’s shout-to-falset- 
to is still awesome and hilarious, and the playing in 
general is still at the forefront of the genre. While 
it’s gonna be hard (read: impossible) to top Massive 
Aggressive as 2009’s best metal record, these Irish 
dudes are certainly giving those Richmond, VA cats 
a run for their money. Rips. NOT SHITTY 

GUIDED BY VOICES (THE BAND) 

By Carruthers Squire McLauchlin 
This guy Robert Pollard fucked my shit up this year! 
Let me tell you about it. He was the lead singer 
and main songwriter for Guided By Voices and they 
wrote a ton of awesome power pop songs. The 
sound is pretty hissy but he has an intense British 
voice when he sings (he’s not British). The songs 
just make a lot of sense. Like the verses fit in with 
the choruses just perfect. It’s like the sound of a 
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whole bunch of awesome bands like THE WHO and 
THE CARS super-compressed into minute long song 
ideas that are just as good as any three minute 
song you’d hear on seventies AM radio. 

There are two rules when it comes to listening to 
these guys. The first is you have to give every song 
a fair shake. Sometimes there are tiny good parts 
of songs that sneak out at you. I can’t tell you how 
bummed out and confused most of my favourite 
GBV songs made me the first time I heard them. 
Plus if you don’t listen to every album all the way 
through and listen super closely you won’t ever 
be able to find amazing songs like ’Gleemer (The 
Deeds Of Fertile Jim)’ or ’Pimple Zoo’. 

The second rules is if you don’t like the song going 
on right now don’t fucking freak out. Something 
good is going to be on in like ten seconds so just 
trust this guy Robert Pollard. He knows what he’s 
doing. The other songwriter for the band, Tobin 
Sprout, is pretty good too. 

I play this game where I just make stuff up about 
bands that I like in my head. Crazy tour stories, 
entire albums, band members and shit like that. 
Sometimes I forget what really happened in rock 
n roll history and just start spouting off bullshit in 
serious conversation. I think it bums people out, 
which sucks cuz the game is really fun to me. Guid¬ 
ed By Voices are the perfect band for it. Their song 
names are all gobbledy gook and there are a fuck¬ 
ing billion of them. Hey check this out: I love the 
vocal harmonies in the outro of ’Dolphintop Balco¬ 
nies’. Man, have you even heard that song? It’s 
the fucking best. It’s on that EP Plenty Someone 
Hostage and there’s a song on one of those Suitcase 
box sets but it’s listed as being by a band called ’MR 
JINX AND THE TSUNAMI QUARTET’ and the music 
is the same but it has different, shittier vocals. I 
don’t even know if that was a lie or not. 

This band is pretty much the best thing that’s hap¬ 
pened to me since I found out about Elliott Smith 
last year. NOT SHITTY 



ARE Y OM SERIOUS? 













HAVOK - BURN LP (Candlelight Records, Pennsyl¬ 
vania) 

By Dave Williams 

Shit yes. I’ve been itching for this LP since 2007’s 
Pwn ’Em All EP and it’s safe to say this DID NOT 
disappoint. Immediately, the somber intro track 
creates an "album” feel which is something of a 
rarity in the current heavy metal climate. In fact, 
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this whole record has a very Ride The Lightning 
thing going on. Certainly in terms of songwriting, 
HAVOK are students of METALLICA’s early records, 
and the incorporation of that somewhat "progres¬ 
sive” melodic grandeur is a very welcome change 
of pace in the current state of thrash. That’s not to 
say that Burn sounds "retro” at all - it’s merely tak¬ 
ing cues from a sound that has managed to sound 
fresh for the past twenty years, regardless of how 
stale the authors of said sound have gotten. If this 
record gets enough push, it could do some definite 
subgenre-defying. Seriously, fucking awesome. 
NOT SHITTY 

INTEGRITY/AVM - SPLIT 7” (Holy Terror Records) 
By Dave Williams 

INTEGRITY SIDE: In my eyes, INTEGRITY can do no 
wrong. Their side of this split is just a couple of 
SEPTIC DEATH covers, but it rips and I’m fucking 
stoked. When the new LP comes out, I’m taking a 
week off of work. Dwid is the fucking king. 

AVM SIDE: Holy shit-turds, this band is fucking 
amazing. Japanese GISM worship with the requi¬ 
site Holy Terror elements and even some serious 
SAMHAIN feel. These dudes need an LP and I need 
it in my sweaty little paws. NOT SHITTY 

KOUSHIK - LYING IN THE SUN (Stones Throw) 

By Carruthers Squire McLaughlin 
I never got around to sending Ben my review for 
Out My Window when it came out last year so I’ve 
gotta make up for it right now. What a beautiful 
dreamy album! A whole bunch of mellow psyche¬ 
delic shoegaze rap beats and ’Lying In The Sun’ is 
a choice tune. Between the ’60s girl singers and 
chimes in the intro or like THE STOOGES drum sam¬ 
ple and the super echoey vocals I didn’t know how 
it could get any better. A year later and a single 
for it comes out with a whole new fully fleshed 
instrumental track and two mini bonus beats that 
are in the exact same vein. Perfect easy listen¬ 
ing for autumn-time bike rides or watching clouds in 
your backyard. If you asked me about KOUSHIK like 
two years ago, I would have said "I like him but he 
doesn’t put out enough stuff!” But he totally killed 
2009 with a couple of mixtapes I really like (Beep 
Tape and Tell Me What You See) and some other 
stuff that I haven’t even heard yet but I promise I’m 
gonna. This guy would be up the alleys of people 
who like Bomb Squad Productions or the band RIDE 
or like those later CHOCOLATE WATCHBAND albums 
where they had sitars and tape echoes all over the 
fucking place. NOT SHITTY 

MEAN JEANS - ARE YOU SERIOUS? LP (Dirtnap Re¬ 
cords, Portland) 

By Emmanuel Sayer 

You roll into Portland, Oregon -- a city you’ve 
never been to before -- around 6 pm. You stop by 
a convenience store to get something to eat. As 
you approach the door some dude in ripped jeans 
steps out with a six pack of Schlitz and immediate¬ 
ly cracks one open and takes a drink. You can tell 
by his delight afterwards that this sip is the one 
thing that is making that hangover from partying 
hard the night before go away. You approach him 
and ask him what’s going down tonight. 

He tells you that there’s a party at his house and 
you’re more than welcome to head over later and 
he skates away. You get there and the party is rag¬ 
ing. The house has a mini-ramp in the back yard 
that is littered with beer cans. The house is full 
of weed smoke, there’s people doing coke in the 
living room and the place reeks of stale beer and 
garbage but it’s the coolest house you’ve been to. 


There are pizza boxes and amazing records strewn 
all over the room and some awesome punk song is 
coming out of the stereo speakers and there’s a 
bunch of people dancing. 

You eventually hear the sound of guitars coming 
from the basement. You head down and you realize 
that the guy who you met at the store is in a band. 
They play fast upbeat punk in the Ramones-worship 
vein but without sounding totally lame, boring and 
predictable like a lot of the bands playing that 
style. You think to yourself that they sound like 
THE RIVERDALES colliding with THE MARKED MEN. 
Every song is completely perfect and you go crazy 
with the rest of the people in that small sweaty 
basement. You wake up the next morning on the 
kitchen floor with your hands gripping a record that 
you must have bought from the band that night. 
This is that record. NOT SHITTY 



MUCHMORERETRO TV CHANNEL 

By Carruthers Squire McLaughlin 
Have you ever heard about this band Konkan? Back 
in the late eighties they almost had a hit. It was 
a song called ’Puss n Boots’ and it was made up of 
samples of like ’Immigrant Song’ and ’These Boots 
Were Made For Walking’ and also the chorus of the 
song was made up of car horns honking. I learn all 
about this kind of stuff all the time cuz I’m always 
watching this one TV channel called muchmorer- 
etro. 

The first time I ever saw retro they were playing 
’Wonderwall’ by Oasis. ’How often do you see 
this video?’ was the first thing I thought, so I kept 
watching. It took me a year to figure out that 
’Wonderwall’ is a pretty common occurrence on 
retro. After that they played ’Africa’ by Toto and I 
knew I was in love. 

There are two rules when it comes to watching 
retro. The first is you have to give every song a 
fair shake. Sometimes there are tiny good parts of 
songs that sneak out at you. Plus if you don’t listen 
to every song you won’t ever be able to figure cool 
shit out like how ’See You Again” by Mary Zilba is 
the exact same song as ’Hearts’ by Marty Balin. 

The second rules is if you don’t like the song going 
on right now don’t fucking freak out. Something 
good is going to be on in like five minutes so just 
trust him. Retro knows what he’s doing. If you’re 
seriously not into what’s going on or maybe they’re 
showing that fucking Gordon Lightfoot live perfor- 






mance from the mid-nineties, you don’t have to 
worry about anything, dude because BET is just one 
channel up and they’ve been playing the 50 Cent 
movie a lot lately. The Food Network is usually 
pretty good for flipping to during commercials but 
retro will always be the king. 

Also there’s this band from the mid eighties that I 
had never heard about until retro but it seems like 
they kept making music videos for about twelve 
years. They were called Haywire and if anyone 
knows fucking anything about this band let me 
know cause retro keeps making them seem like 
they had fans but I’ve never heard of these guys. 
NOT SHITTY 

MUNICIPAL WASTE - MASSIVE AGGRESSIVE (Ear¬ 
ache Records, England) 

By Ben Jensen 

Another don’t mess-with-success offering of thrash 
metal from some of Richmond VA’s finest. This shit 
does NOT slow down. I’m lucky this album didn’t 
give my four month-old brain damage -- I had her 
on my knee while listening to it, and a good ten 
minutes went by before I realized my legs were 
shaking her like a can of paint, pumping in time to 
the album’s machine-gun tempo. But MUNICIPAL 
WASTE probably gives a LOT of people brain dam¬ 
age, one way or another -- and I mean that in the 
awesomest way possible. 

It’s almost painful listening to Massive Aggressive 
when it’s cold outside, cuz it’s one of those albums 
that makes you wanna go outside in the sun and do 
cool shit (drink some beers, eat some barbecue, go 
skateboarding, light stuff on fire... take your pick) 
so bad you feel like your heart’s gonna explode 
outta your chest. NOT SHITTY 



THEE OHSEES - BLOOD IN YOUR EAR b/w FRIENDS 
DEFINED (Rock Is Hell, Austria) 

By Ben Jensen 

Have you heard of these guys? Just kidding; that al¬ 
bum they released with the bat and the rainbow on 
the cover was fucking EVERYWHERE. Maybe it was 
some kind of subconscious snobby asshole reaction 
on my part because of that exposure that I never 
bothered to check these San Francisco psyche-folk- 
punks out until I stumbled on this 7”. 


sive guitar strumming, mid-song count-ins, or¬ 
gan... all of it played with a seething, relentless 
intensity. It reminds me of a bunch of gypsy-style 
nomads throwing a midnight party in the woods on 
the outskirts of town. The noise is probably keep¬ 
ing all the villagers awake, but they’re way too 
scared of the freaks in the forest to go tell them 
to "turn down that crazy rock and roll music!” 
NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: It’s a 60s 
psyche-style pen-and-ink drawing of a bearded 
penis or a knit penis cozy or something. Whatever 
it is, it’s got a face, and I don’t like it. SHITTY 

OWNING A FROG 

(Written by Ben Jensen) 

My wife used to work at IKEA, and when they’d 
unpack their shipments of kitchen plants onto the 
sales floor, every once in a while they’d find a frog 
that stowed away from Cuba or Florida or some 
other place along the shipping route. One time, 
Nina took one home to me. 

That was almost five years ago. At first, he was 
exciting to watch in his terrarium, hunting down 
crickets til he was big and fat. He was a killing 
machine, launching himself at cricket after cricket 
like a flying mouth missile. Then, after a few days, 
once he figured he was a fat enough piece of shit 
I guess, he crawled into a little nook behind the 
styrofoam rock wall that made up the back of his 
terrarium. And that’s where he stayed. Squished 
up that narrow hole, hidden from view, never even 
hanging out in the cool terrarium we’d set up for 
him with fake leaves, a little rock house and even 
some skulls to make him look like a tough guy. 

He obviously comes out to eat, but he only does it 
when no one’s watching. Or maybe he’s such a fat, 
lazy asshole, he just waits for crickets to wander 
close enough to his mouth to eat them. We never 
see him. Ever. 

So I basically just have a diorama of a jungle scene 
that I throw doomed crickets into every couple of 
weeks. Oh wait, I also have a crippling sense of 
guilt. Is the frog happy crammed up that narrow 
chute between styrofoam and glass? Or is it just 
the place he’s least miserable? What exactly is 
this frog’s quality of life? Do frogs even give a 
shit? If I release him into the wild, he’d be free, 
but he would die. Probably really quickly in this 
shitty Ottawa climate. But is even THAT better 
than keeping him in that terrarium? 

I’ve basically got a vegetable frog on life support 
with absolutely NO way to know whether he wants 
me to pull the plug or not. He could be screaming 
constantly inside his miserable little frog skull. 
Or maybe he’s hanging out behind that fake wall 
thinking "man, this rules”. I don’t know. 

[Oh, and a quick note about feeding the frog crick¬ 
ets: feeding an animal that eats weird shit sucks 
cuz you’ve gotta go to a pet store to get their 
food, and that means dealing with pet store em¬ 
ployees, who are some of the weirdest, nerdiest 
people around. Especially the ones who dish out 
the crickets. Good luck NOT getting some Wiccan 
chick with tattoos inspired by some dumb fantasy 
novel and a goddam wool cloak she starts wearing 
the minute the temperature dips below boiling.] 



RAEKWON - ONLY BUILT 4 CUBAN LINX... PT. II 

(Ice H20/EMI) 

By Carruthers Squire McLaughlin 
This album is just straight up dirt raps. Drug raps, 
crime raps, murder raps and also a really touching 
and heartfelt tribute to ODB. A lot of the raps are 
about how ’hood things are in Raekwon’s world but 
it’s okay because Raekwon is pretty ’hood. Ghost- 
face is on half this album just like on the first one 
and he says so much awesome shit like "I don’t give 
a fuck if you’re twenty five. You’re my son” and 
then tells the guy to buy him a 40 bottle from the 
corner store. It’s a really good way to end a song. 
Raekwon says a whole bunch of wild shit all over 
the place too. I really love it. 

Way back in the day a friend of mine had the best 
GZA windbreaker ever. It was like from when the 
solo logos were the Wu-Tang f w’ but manipulated 
so they made like an ’m’ for Meth or a ’g’ for GZA. 

I always got super fucking jealous inside whenever 
I saw dude walk out on the school yard for lunch 
break wearing such a wicked jacket. What I am 
trying to say here is I will pay top dollar for classic 
Wu Wear in good condition. I don’t even expect 
anything still bagged and tagged but please nothing 
all torn up and ratty cuz it was your older brother’s 
shirt to wear while he worked on his car. 

Also, one time a kid at my middle school got in shit 
because he printed out the lyrics to ’Incarcerated 
Scarfaces’ from the first Cuban Linx off the internet. I 
saw the papers on the counter of the desk at the front 
of the computer lab with signatures and a brief con¬ 
fession written in a teenage scrawl on the right-hand 
margin so I totally grabbed them and stuffed them in 
my binder, bolted the fuck out of there. I don’t know 
why I did it but they were a confusing prized posses¬ 
sion of mine for a few years. NOT SHITTY 

SHORTPANTS ROMANCE - THE YEL-LA TAPES EP 

cassette/CD-R (self-released, Montreal) 

By Ben Jensen 

This smokes! Three tracks (plus an alternate 
take) full of chilly female vocals, driving intensity, 
fuzzed-out guitar, organs like a drill to the brain, 
drums like a hunted (or hunting) animal’s heart, 
harsh noises... all delivered in under eight minutes! 
Montreal’s SHORTPANTS ROMANCE is like a punker 
version of THE DUKE SPIRIT. It’s like if you took a 
DUKE SPIRIT bath, and then someone tossed a LE 
SHOK toaster in there with you. 


As usual, I’m a moron, and this is awesome. This 
psychedelic ass-shaker of a 7” is full of good stuff: 
tambourines, footstomps, hand-claps, harmonica, 
shouted group vocals, trashcan drumming, percus¬ 


Man. Frog, dog, cat, fish, human baby my wife gave 
birth to nine months after I impregnated her... why 
is it that every creature I own finds some way to 
make me miserable? SHITTY 


This is a band that DEFINITELY deserves a better 
name than SHORTPANTS ROAAANCE (that’s not a 
great name, guys). NOT SHITTY 
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A review of the album’s artwork: Fish tails, hu¬ 
man eyeballs and one bloody hand with the finger 
tips chopped off like Tony lommi make up the black 
and white insert for the cassette. It’s okay, I guess, 
but it’s nothing compared to the envelope they 
mailed this in. So I’m putting a picture of their 
hand-decorated envelope in here. NOT SHITTY 

SLAMS 

Written by Ben Jensen 

"Slams” sounds a lot like a word that’d be some kind 
of new slang that popular mallrat loser high-school 
kids came up with for something I don’t even know 
about, but would probably involve cell phones or 
youtubes or wearing popped collars or something. 
So I wanna make it clear at the beginning of this 
review that the slams I’m talking about are the kind 
you take when you fuck up on your skateboard. 
They’re really not that bad. In fact, they’re so 
"not bad” that they’re actually awesome. You fly 
through the air for what seems like a long time, 
then you hit the ground and make a weird noise as 
all the air gets forced out of your body. You get up 
as quick as you can to get out of the way of traf¬ 
fic and to make sure your skateboard’s not rolling 
under a bus or something, then you walk away with 
a sore shoulder and stinging palms and maybe some 
jocks laughing at you and calling you a homophobic 
slur under their breath. 

But the pain actually feels kinda good, cuz the bot¬ 
tom line is it feels way better to take a slam than 
it does to bail on something and then feel like you 
could’ve landed it if you’d just committed, and 
then be so angry at yourself for pussing out that 
you punch yourself square in the throat, or will 
yourself to barf (you guys do that too, right? -- rage 
barf?). 

Sure, when you bail, you don’t get hurt, but you 
definitely do die a little inside. So, in short, slams 
inject a little excitement and danger into your day, 
they’ll put hair on your chest, and they’re a thou¬ 
sand times better than bails. Bails are the ones you 
gotta look out for. (I’m sure there’s some kinda life 
lesson buried in here somewhere, but I’m at a loss. 
Sorry, guys.) NOT SHITTY 


STEEL NATION - FOREVER WOUNDED LP (Double 
Or Nothing Records, Fort Lauderdale) 

By Dave Williams 

Dang. STEEL NATION’S debut EP Sword Swallower 
fucking FLOORED me. I’d jump back and forth be¬ 
tween that and RINGWORM’S The Venomous Grand 
Design while strutting around the city, sneaking 
in the subtlest stomps and air-punches every few 
seconds, so as to not alarm passersby but to still 
acknowledge the brutal Clevo-inspired sickness 
that was annihilating my brain. Needless to say, 

I was rabidly anticipating STEEL NATION’S first full 
length, expecting to just run through Centretown 
under the glow of the streetlights, shirtless, ear- 
buds crammed in skull, spitting bile and crying in¬ 
consolably and kicking over Xpress boxes, stopping 
only to floorpunch and windmill and roundhouse at 
the appropriate time-shifts. 

Then I heard the record. It’s really just okay. The 
cover has a collegiate font. One of the vocalists 
sounds unquestionably like Evan Seinfeld. A lot of 
the "singing” sounds like Buddha from BLOOD FOR 
BLOOD. Normally, I’d be pretty into those things. 

I mean, while I certainly prefer my hardcore to 
be deadly serious and evil as fuck, I still like some 
machismo from time to time. However, when you 
start me off with an appetizer like Sword Swal¬ 
lower and then move to a main course that sounds 
almost jokey at times, I’m gonna feel slighted. 
Let down. I was expecting the meal of my life 
and I got a brunch special at Nickel’s. I don’t 
hate it, but I won’t be back if I can help it. NOT 
SHITTY but NOT NOT SHITTY 

STEVE ADAMYK - SPEED IT UP b/w 20/20 7” 

(P.Trash, Germany) 

By Kyle Pellet 

Do they make record players for cars? They must, 
right? Yeah, they’ve gotta. If they’ve got mecha¬ 
nisms that can spit out cold air on hot days, and 
devices that can detect audio signals from space 
so you can listen to moldy oldies any second of 
the day, someone’s gotta have invented a record 
player for your car. The reason I ask is because 
in listening to Steve Adamyk’s new single ’Speed It 
Up,’ I feel awkward sitting here, in a metal fold- 


out chair, with a coffee mug with my roommate’s 
name printed on it next to me, with my glasses, an 
eraser, a pad of Post-Its and a wrench cluttering 
my computer workspace. A wrench? Why is there 
a wrench here? 

Anyway, this recording sounds like it was made for 
those sleazy nights you’re trying to feel a girl up 
in the back of your dad’s Datsun 210 in the Burger 
King parking lot. It sounds like it was made to 
inspire you, and get you and your friends all hyped 
up at 3 in the morning to wheatpaste gay porn 
pictures all over your geometry teacher’s garage 
door (which is illegal and WRONG -- you shouldn’t 
do this!). It reminds me of how good it feels to do 
bad things sometimes. 

It reminds me that most makeout sessions smell 
like spit and sweat and BO and funky-hair-smell, 
and that I don’t know how to kiss and that I’m 
most likely sexually inadequate, but that’s ok. Is 
that too much information? I don’t think that’s 
too much information. It’s a really good record. 

Steve Adamyk (SEDATIVES) gets Thee Male Nurse 
(Davey Quesnelle of QUEBEXICO) to play bass, and 
Dave Williams (also of SEDATIVES) on drums for this 
recording, which reminds me of what THE MARKED 
MEN might sound like if I liked them more. I’m not 
knocking THE MARKED MEN -- I like them quite al¬ 
right -- but ’Speed It Up’ is a lot more fun to listen 
to. The second song on the single, '20/20’ reminds 
me of the EXPLODING HEARTS’ ’Sleeping Aides and 
Razorblades,’ and actually, come to think of it, a 
lot of material off of Guitar Romantic. That’s a 
great thing. 

According to Steve’s MySpace page, he has an LP 
coming out in 2010. I’m very much looking forward 
to this. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: Lichtenstein- 
ish (flat colors and halftones) image of a hand ap¬ 
proaching a toy car, presumably to push it back¬ 
wards to "Speed it Up.” Lots of negative space. I 
like the colors. I feel like I’m in a community col¬ 
lege graphic design class critiquing some kid’s proj¬ 
ect, and I don’t like that. Yeah, it’s good. Simple, 
well-thought out, fits the music, and nice to look 
at. NOT SHITTY 



White Shit 
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STRANGE BOYS - STRANGE BOYS AND GIRLS CLUB LP 

(In The Red, Los Angeles) 

Written by Ben Jensen 

Austin-via-Dallas’s STRANGE BOYS sound like BLACK 
LIPS mixed with DEMON’S CLAWS and their vocalist 
sounds kinda like BOB DYLAN. It’s all very '60s-era 
rhythm and blues, and every once in a while they 
throw in the same psychedelic wall-of-sound gui¬ 
tar shimmers THE SMITH WESTERNS are so fond of. 
There’s a whole lot of laid-back toughness to their 
music (but not to their lyrics; there seems to be a 
fair bit about not wanting to fight) that’s kinda like 
LINK WRAY or even BO DIDDLEY. 

Even on the first listen to a STRANGE BOYS song, 
you kinda know where every riff and hook is going, 
where all the notes are gonna land. But I don’t find 
it boring with these guys; I find it satisfying in the 
same way watching golf highlights is satisfying, see¬ 
ing that ball get to the cup each and every time. 

But I bet a lot of people are gonna be down on the 
STRANGE BOYS for that very same reason, and for 
their undeniable similarity to the BLACK LIPS and 
DEMON’S CLAWS. But I don’t care. When I’m hang¬ 
ing around in the dark, drinking beers, I’m gonna be 
listening to STRANGE BOYS records, not to some pre¬ 
tentious limp-dick whose claim-to-awesome is that 
he spends all his free time reading a bunch of blogs 
and then pretending he doesn’t. NOT SHITTY 

WHITE SHIT - SCULPTED BEEF LP (PPM) 

By Emmanuel Sayer 

I read about this band somewhere and immediately 
ordered the LP. You know why? Because it’s Jared 
and Coady from BIG BUSINESS teaming up with Andy 
Coronado from WRANGLER BRUTES. With a com¬ 
bination like that you can’t go wrong. This is a 


one-sided 12” of awesome hardcore which totally 
sounds like a cross between the aforementioned 
bands with maybe a little weirdness added by the 
fact that the bass player’s name is "Tits.” If you 
aren’t familiar with those bands, pictures fast in¬ 
tense hardcore with total dissonant Greg Ginn-like 
riffs but wth some heavier parts with really power¬ 
ful drumming. If you’re into raging weirder hard¬ 
core instead of the usual raging wiener hardcore 
that kids run around and punch each other to, you 
should pick this up. NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: The front cover 
is a total Tom of Finland rip-off with one buff man 
in a jockstrap unwrapping his XXX-mas gift which 
happens to be another buff man. The card on the 
gift reads "Your personal gym-instructor.” The 
back cover is just a picture of a black guy figure 
skating which makes reminds me of a BUTTHOLE 
SURFERS cover. The poster that comes inside with 
the lyrics printed on the other side is so weird and 
amazing that I can’t do it justice with mere words. 
NOT SHITTY 

THE WHITE WIRES - PRETTY GIRL B/W GOODBYE 
GIRL 45 (Trouble In Mind, Germany) 

Written by Emmanuel Sayer 
These two songs continue on from where the LP 
left off. The first major difference is the quality of 
the recording which totally eclipses that of the LP. 
'Pretty Girl’ kicks the single off right with a total 
50’s influenced punk rock track with a great open¬ 
ing guitar line that ends up being matched by the 
vocals in the chorus. The chorus also has a CLAR¬ 
ENCE "FROGMAN” HENRY vocal rip-off as the back 
up which is absolutely perfect. Throw in a tasteful 
surf solo and you’ve got a hit on your hands. 


I like the B-side much less. Whereas 'Pretty Girl’ 
is totally a 50’s influenced song and that influence 
is clearly worn on its sleeve, 'Goodbye Girl’ just 
sounds like it’s deliberately being a 50’s song. It 
ends up sounding like a novelty track to me instead 
of another great WHITE WIRES song. That being 
said it’s not a terrible song or anything and it’s got 
a great energy but I don’t get as excited by this 
as much as their other songs. For better or for 
worse it sounds like KING KHAN 8t BBQ on speed. 
NOT SHITTY 

A review of the album’s artwork: There isn’t any. 
It’s just in a standard paper sleeve which TROUBLE 
IN MIND will be using for all of their releases. I 
think it’s cool to have a label that has complete vi¬ 
sual cohesion among all its releases, but it doesn’t 
leave you with much to look at. It does make sense 
with this release with its 50’s rock n’ roll elements 
and all. The first press of this record is on coloured 
vinyl and is hand-stamped out of 500. There was 
an immediate second press of 500 (?) on black. Also 
comes with download code so you can buy it, put 
it up on your wall and then listen to it on your por¬ 
table mp3 playing device with WHITE WIRES shoved 
into your ear canal. NOT SHITTY 

GOT SOMETHING YOU WANT US TO REVIEW? AN 
ALBUM? A f ZINE? NAKED PHOTOS OF YOUR GIRL¬ 
FRIEND? SEND 'EM TO TO STANDARD ISSUE AT PO 
BOX 87002 / OTTAWA , ON / K2P 1X0 / CANADA !!! 
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OHaWHAT'S UP! 

EVERYTHING YOU NEED TO KNOW TO NOT BE BORED. 

Written by Ben Jensen. 


No fancy stuff, let’s get right to it. IT’S THE SCENE 
REPORT! 

Ottawa’s got a couple new punk rock record labels 
to help all these bands that keep popping up around 
here get recorded and available. DWYER RECORDS 
{dwyerrecords.blogspot.com) is a cassette-based 
label started by Cory Soural and Gary Thibert and 
it looks like they’re gonna be focusing on heavier 
shit, starting off with a self-titled full-length from 
their own band -- the metal/hardcore-hybrid ALAS¬ 
KAN -- and then they’re gonna follow that release 
up with a lost recording from Gary’s now-defunct 
weird-ish hardcore band ELEPHANTOMS sometime 
in the new year. After they get those releases 
under their belt, Cory promises DWYER’ll "have 
some pretty awesome releases coming out” and 
says they’ve got a bunch of cool releases up their 
sleeves they’re excited about. 

The other new label’s called FINISH WHAT YOU 
STARTED RECORDS ( fwysrecords.com) and it’s run 
by local promoter/musician Ska Jeff. (It’s not a 
ska label, though, not so far.) Their first release 
is a CDEP by Ottawa favourites I REFUSE, and the 
FWYS logo (done by the amazingly talented Pascale 
Arpin) is a monkey and a gorilla high-fiving, and 
one’s wearing a DESCENDENTS shirt and the other’s 
wearing a 7 SECONDS shirt, if that gives you any 
clue what this new label’s about. Apparently Ska 
Jeff’s got big plans in the works with this thing. 

Ottawa’s slightly older, more established labels 
aren’t leaving all the heavy lifting up to the new 
guys though. After getting fucked by MySpace on 
the online shop front, GOING GAGA RECORDS (go- 
in 22020 records.com, myspoce.com/ 20 in 22020 ) has 
a real live actual website over at goinggagarecords. 
com to hawk their vinyl wares. And they’re gonna 
have plenty of cool new releases to fill it with. 
Here’s the GAGA man himself, Ian Manhire, with 
the dirt on upcoming GAGA goodness: 

"On the way, is the debut 45 of the WALNUT 
KIDS. Nobody is ready for this. People won't 
be able to walk after. I think most STD readers 
know the band, but for those of you unfamil¬ 
iar, think the BOYS, the NERVES, and stuff like 
that. Then the JOLIETTES 45 will be playin2 
in everybody's hospital beds, rockin' the party 
with the nurses in the punk rock ward! I'm re¬ 
ally into this band, and it's an honour to get to 
release this record! Sounds kinda like the GO 
GO's! Then, after those two 45s, the SONIC AV¬ 
ENUES LP will put everybody back in the hospi¬ 
tal. Brain damage all around. Holy shit, when 
you hear this LP... oh, just wait! Think the 
MARKED MEN, the REDONDO BEAT, that kinda 
th/ng. You're fucked! Get well soon.'' 

Our friends in Toronto, TELEPHONE EXPLOSION 
RECORDS, are all growed up and have graduated 
from releasing awesome cassettes to releasing 
awesome vinyl. Want proof? They just released a 
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HELL SHOVEL 45, that’s a one-two punch of quieter 
psyche country and then raucous punk-stomp from 
DEMON’S CLAWS frontman Jeff Clarke. That one’s 
out now, but you’re gonna have to wait til March 
for the other DEMON’S CLAWS side-project TE’s got 
in the works: an LP by PRIMITIVE HANDS, Brian from 
DEMONS CLAWS’ new psyche/garage band. It’s got 
eight new tracks that aren’t on the TICTAC TOTALLY 
or GOODBYE BOOZY 45’s. 

TE’s also releasing a 45 from Ottawa psychedelic 
spaceman garage rockers THE HOLY COBRAS ( mys- 
pace.com/holycobras) that’s gonna feature two tracks 
from their Make Pyramids cassette (also from TE) and 
two new tracks. Look for that one in February. 

TELEPHONE EXPLOSION’S also excited about the 
LE KID & LES MARINELLIS 45 they’ve got out. Jon 
from TE says "the A-side, ’La Jet Five,’ is one of 
the best upbeat garage-punk songs we’ve heard in 
years. Think about the first time you heard a band 
like THE REAL KIDS and you’re on the right track. 
The B-Side, ’Camille,’ is pure 60’s psyche. Very 
Jacques Dutronc. Very fucking good.” 

And I’m sure Jon and Steve are excited that what’s 
probably their label’s most ambitious release to 
date -- Our Boy Roy, the Roy Orbison tribute com¬ 
pilation -- is finally coming out in January. An LP 
full of brand-new, just-for-this-album covers of Or- 
bison’s classics by about a million awesome bands 
(including CHARLIE a THE MOONHEARTS, CHEATER 
SLICKS, HOLY COBRAS, JACUZZI BOYS, RED MASS, 
TEEN ANGER, TY SEGALL, BLOODSHOT BILL, CAM- 
ERO WOLF (LIVEFASTDIE), HAUNTED GEORGE and 
DEMON’S CLAWS) isn’t an easy thing to pull off. 

Back in Ottawa, BRUISED TONGUE ( bruisedton 2 ue. 
com, myspace.com/bruisedt 0 n 2 ue)'s got some cool 
shit they want you to hear too. They’re releas¬ 
ing a cassette of demos and rarities from Ottawa’s 
favourite moody, organ-driven, hardcore-tinged, 
new-wave garage punks THE SEDATIVES ( myspace. 
com/sedativesedatives) that we North Americans 
can get a taste of for the first time (it was already 
released in Germany back in September when they 
went on tour in Europe). Craig from BT says "fans 
of the first SEDATIVES 7” will freak over the ear¬ 
ly, super-raw, extra-punk versions of those tracks 
along with two songs that never made it onto the 
DERANGED full-length.” 

And getting the c40 treatment from BRUISED 
TONGUE is local bad vibrations stoner-punks NER¬ 
VOUS SYSTEM (myspace.com/nervoussystemmm), 
with a re-issue of their Burning White Light album. 
Ottawa’s surf-punk queens THE FELINES are getting 
their first release ever now that they’ve broken up. 
BRUISED TONGUE’ll be bringing you that one soon. 
They’ve also got a release from Brooklyn’s "one-man 
lo fi creep punk” NIGHT GAME CULT on the agenda. 

The BRUISED TONGUE release I’m probably most 
psyched about though has gotta be ARMY OF SAINT 


JOAN (myspace.com/armyofsaintjoan)'s first re¬ 
lease, a 10-song full-length. If ya don’t know, 
AOSJ is a two-man death-math-blues band that’s 
been inactive for a few years (and even when they 
were active, they were still pretty scarce). It’s Pat 
Johnson (drums) and Justin Gobeil (guitar/howls), 
both from hard-rock meets hardcore wrecking crew 
SLEEPING PILOT, making a hell-of-a-lot of awe¬ 
some noise, and it’s good to see them back at it 
again. There was a release party for this at BABY¬ 
LON on December 11th, and more shows are in the 
works. Check ’em out before they disappear into 
their regular projects again. 

Actually, Ottawa bands reuniting seems to be big 
right now. MISFITS/NECROS-style hardcore band 
CRANKEN STEIN ( myspace. com / infamouscranken - 
stein) pulled members back from their current 
homes in NYC and LA to play a reunion back in Au¬ 
gust. Apparently it got a little nuts. 

As I’m writing this, Canada’s first-ever punk band 
THE ACTION (myspace.com/theaction77) are in 
the middle of a three-hometown-reunion-shows-in- 
one-month stretch. Not sure if three shows in a 
month after over two decades of inactivity is such 
a hot idea, but THE ACTION made some killer songs 
and solidified Ottawawesome as the birthplace 
of Canadian punk. Anyway, I’m sure you’ve read 
enough about this particular reunion everywhere 
else already. 

Finally, early ’80s local hardcore legends PORCE¬ 
LAIN FOREHEAD ( myspace.com/porcelainfore- 
head) are gonna be playing a reunion in the new 
year. Ian Mackaye and Henry Rollins counted them¬ 
selves among this band’s fans back when they were 
all contemporaries so, if you think you know better 
than those two do about hardcore, go ahead and 
sit this one out. Otherwise, go to this show and 
shit your pants. 

That show’s gonna be extra pants-shit worthy, cuz 
it looks like everyone’s favourite ’80s-style hard¬ 
core kings THE FUCKING MACHINES (myspace. 
com/ thefuckin 2 machines, thefuckin 2 machines. 
net) are probably gonna open it. Actually, I joked 
when I said "everyone’s favourite”. Sure, they’re 
a lot of people’s favourite (including mine), but I 
find a lot of people aren’t checking these guys out. 
I’m pointing the finger at YOU, younger hardcore 
kids. You all listen to BLACK FLAG and THE CIRCLE 
JERKS, so I know you’d love the FMs. Get behind 
these guys, they fucking kill. I’m sick of not seeing 
you at their shows... and it’s cuz I know you’d fuck¬ 
ing LOVE IT but you’re missing out. Basically, I just 
want you to be happy, and THE FUCKING MACHINES 
are your key to happiness. They’ve already got a 
7” and an LP out... go to BIRDMAN and pick one or 
both of them up. They’ve also got another four or 
five song 7” on the way. Soon. Hopefully. 

Listen, past a certain age, you shouldn’t shit your 
pants too often. I know I’ve told you twice now 


that this PORCELAIN FOREHEAD reunion show is 
gonna be shit-your-pants worthy. But I respect that 
you may well be reading this thinking "there are 
only so many times in my adult life I wanna shit 
my pants; how do I know THIS would be such an 
occasion?” Well, I’ll tell you. THE SUPPOSITORIES 
(myspoce.com/suppositories) are also on the bill. 
That’s right. Our city’s finest purveyors of harsh, 
minimalist punk rock noise are gonna be thrown 
into the deal. This show is gonna be INSANE! 

Alright, there’s too much good news in here; let’s 
throw some sticks in the spokes before this turns 
into some kinda hippy love-in. What’s going on 
that’s BAD? Well, let’s see: 

LEAKY PIPES, the house Pierre and Craig from 
BRUISED TONGUE RECORDS and also FUCKED 
CORPSE ( myspoce.com/xfuckedcorpsex) live in and 
hosted lots of awesome basement shows out of, is 
soon to be no more. Here’s what Craig’s gotta say 
about it: 

"The house has suffered the some fate os 59 
Argyle, and been bought out for o yuppie over¬ 
haul. We’ve hosted some pretty rad shows, 
including GRAND TRINE, SHEARING PINX, DEAD 
WIFE, ULTRATHIN, GAY BEAST, SEX NEGATIVES, 
TOTALLY RIPPED, TEAM ROBESPIERRE, and lo¬ 
cal weirdo punk oil-stars SAVAGE CRIMES, HOLY 
COBRAS, CRAZY OCEAN, FUCKED CORPSE, GET 
A LIFE LOSERS, WRIST PAIN, SELF SURGERY and 
more. We’re planning to go out with a bang 
before we surrender this place to "the man”, 
so we’ll be announcing that soon.” 

Don’t worry though, Pierre and Craig have found a new 
place, and from what I’ve heard, it’s show worthy. 

Well, that’s a happy ending. Let’s have some REAL 
bad news. How 'bout the fact that SOUNDS UN¬ 
LIKELY, that little record shop at the legendary 5 
Arlington St spot, is feeling a bit of financial hurt 
these days? Well, they say they’re not in IMMINENT 
danger of closing or anything like that, but they are 
gonna have to slow down their ordering and tighten 
their belt in a few other ways. This is a cool shop, 
and they host shows there too (JAPANTHER loves 
playing there), so maybe you should swing by and 
get something good. Cuz this is the kinda place 
you’d be bummed to see go. Just sayin’. 

Here’s some bad news: Andrew Payne and Sarah 
Ford moved back to Calgary. That’s good news for 
Calgary, but not for Ottawa, cuz that means we’ve 
lost both THE ZEBRASSIERES ( myspace.com/ze- 
brassieres) and THE BEACH BLANKETS ( myspace. 
com/thebeachblankets). Ottawa’s a LOT less in¬ 
sanely catchy now. But I’m sure they’re working on 
cool shit in Calgary--in fact, Sarah’s exported Ot¬ 
tawa’s own ROCK 8t ROLL PIZZA PARTY over there. 
(And they’re also the ones responsible for distribut¬ 
ing this very rag over there.) 

Another band about to feel the hurt of a trans¬ 
planted member is garage-pop sensations THE 
WHITE WIRES ( myspace.com/theewhitewires). 
Their drummer Allie is moving to warmer pastures 
to move into her boyfriend’s rabbit hole. Which 
is awesome for Allie and her boyfriend, and also 
not all bad for everyone who loves the WIRES cuz 


they’re not leaving us empty-handed. Far from it. 
I’m gonna throw things back over to the Gaga Man 
to explain further. Here’s Ian: 

"We’ve got two new records out. A brand new 
45 on the TROUBLE IN MIND RECORDS label 
outta Chicago, and a repress of our first LP on 
DOUCHEMASTER RECORDS outta Atlanta. 

"/n the next two months we’ll be releasing an¬ 
other 45 on the UGLY POP RECORDS label outta 
Toronto. Then sometime in the new year, a 
brand new LP on the DIRTNAP RECORDS label 
outta Portland. 

"We’re going to be at SXSW 2010; that should 
be a great party! And we’re planning a couple 
tours for next year too. ” 

Can’t get mad at that. Can’t get mad at awesome 
new records either. Who’s recording stuff? 

MOTHER’S CHILDREN (motherschildren.blogspot. 
com, myspace.com/motherschildren) is. And here’s 
what co-frontman Kenny James has to say about it: 

"We just finished recording our first full length 
LP. It’s like our 7”, but even more sickeningly 
sweet and obscenely poppy. It will surely alien¬ 
ate almost everyone because it is basically the 
antithesis of everything cool, and it will con¬ 
tinue to raise the question of why these grown 
men are making this music? We are working 
on getting it released to our six fans a soon as 
possible. The LP will be followed by a split 7” 
with a secret band. 

"Our next plan is to relocate to Japan and com¬ 
pose jingles for ridiculous household products 
like toilet paper hats and baby mops. ” 

Explorer-core pop-punks THE VISITORS ( myspace. 
com/visitorsarecool) are releasing a 7” single (date 
TBA) called Russian Girls and it’s gonna be backed 
with a track called 'Bears In The Forest’. The way 
this band keeps upping the ante, this is probably 
gonna be unlistenabley awesome. 

THE VISITORS’ older brother band THE CREEPS 
( myspace.com/capitalcitycreeps ) have been re¬ 
cording with Yogi at his MEATLOCKER STUDIOS. 
What they came out with were seven new tracks, 
including one that’s been ear-marked for a 4-way 
split 7”. The rest are gonna be for an EP maybe? 
I dunno, I’m just speculating. Other than that, 
they’ve mostly been feuding with Christian "punk” 
bands from Southern California. Whether coming 
up with awesome murderous tales set to intensely 
catchy and dark punk rock or bashing on retarded 
So-Cal Jesus nerds, this is another band that just 
keeps raising the bar. 

THE GUNSMOKE (gunsmoke.ca, myspace.com/ 
thegunsmoke)’ s got a new album full of rockabil¬ 
ly killers set to get released in the spring, and a 
North American tour to back it up. Oh, and a new 
drummer (Tyler) to help fill the van with all sorts of 
dude-smells over the course of that tour. 

TEEN ANGER (myspace.com/teenangerrr)’ s done 
recording what frontman Chris Swimms is call¬ 


ing their "debut” album (then what the hell were 
those first two albums full of original TEEN ANGER 
songs?). They’re also calling it Give Me Pink and it’s 
gonna be about 12 songs long. Expect it in March or 
somewhere around there. They’re gonna be doing 
a 20-day tour of the States to support it. 

This one should maybe go in with the rest of the 
sad news: GERMATTAK (myspace.com/germattak) 
has a bunch of new material ready to go (of course 
they do; those guys come up with killer, straight¬ 
ahead punk rock faster than Taco Bell eaters come 
up with diarrhea), but can’t find a studio to lay it 
down in. Someone get these guys studio time! 

Davey Quesnelle’s another guy that releases albums 
like crazy, but he does it as THEE MALE NURSE (mys¬ 
pace. com/mailnurse) and it’s just one guy with a 
guitar. Here’s what he’s got to say for himself: 

’This was a banner (boner) year for THEE MALE 
NURSE with two releases under my belt (as if 
there’s room) and another slated for December 
entitled "First Fruits”. That’s what kwanzaa 
means. It features such bangers as 'Rock and 
Roll Punch Myself in the Dick Party’ and ' Revo¬ 
lution Bummer’. This year I also played around 
100 shows and almost six people saw them. 
Watch out for 2010 though cuz I’m doing the to¬ 
tally played-out idea of 'record a song a day for 
a year’. You can thank my "manager” Lips for 
that idea. There’ll be a website where you can 
stream each day’s song and at the end of the 
month the best ones will be bundled for free 
download. Kind of like Standard Issue, free and 
yet somehow, still grossly overpriced!” 

Davey’s also in a couple bands with FUCKING MA¬ 
CHINES frontman/beardy weirdy/Davey’s boss at 
Spaceman Music, Scott Terry, including the awe¬ 
some metal band CLOVEN HOOFS who’ve got an 
album coming out in the New Year, and the brand- 
new band CHANDELIERS ( fracturedlikechandeliers. 
blogspot.com) who sound like all sorts of '90s post¬ 
punk bands. Play the weird little videos on their 
website to hear some tracks. 

Hate being bored on the second Friday of every month? 
Good news, motherfucker! There’s a new punk DJ 
night on the second Friday of every month now! Right 
here in Ottawa! It’s called BORED TO DEATH and it’s 
held in the basement of RITUAL NIGHTCLUB (down¬ 
town at the corner of Dalhousie and Besserer), so it’ll 
get you out of Centretown for a change - like an ad¬ 
venture or something! The cover’s 2 bucks but that’s 
okay cuz the beer and Jager shots are cheap, and the 
killer punk rock being chosen for your listening plea¬ 
sure by Ken, Mike, Daniel and Ian (from SICK FITS, 
MOTHER’S CHILDREN, HOLY COBRAS, ZEBRASSIERES, 
SEDATIVES and WHITE WIRES to name a few) will be 
worth more than a dozen times the cover. Check it 
out sometime, slick. 

Alright, that’s all, no more, the scene report is done 
for another issue. Go back to playing Farmville or 
watching Jersey Shore or doing brain surgery now. 

FOR NEWS ON COOL SHIT GOING ON HERE IN OTTAWAWE- 
SOME THAT’S EVEN MORE UP-TO-THE-MINUTE THAN A 
QUARTERLY PHOTOCOPIED ZINE, LOG ON TO YOUR IN¬ 
TERNETS AND GO TO OTTAWAEXPLOSION. COM!!! 1 
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www.auntieloostreats.ca 


auntieloostreats.blogspot.com 
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